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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


‘Hunted ! 


illy Bunter was asleep. 

ter could sleep anywhere, 
which was a fortunate thing for 

Bunter. Harry Wharton and Bob 

Cherry did not find it so easy to clos 

their eyes. 

‘On a mossy patch between two big 
rocks, on a shadowy hi in the 
Chinese provineo of Koang-tung, 
Billy Bunter slept as soundly as had 
hoon wont to. sleep inthe Remove 
dormitory at Greyfriars School. 

With a bullet head pillowed 
oo a fet arm, his cyes shut 
and his mouth open, Williem 
George Buater slummbered and 
snored. 

Only Bunter's snore broke 
the silence of the night. 

Harry Wharton ‘and Bob 
Cherry, wakeful, watched and 
listened. There was little to listen to, 
save Buntor’s nasal solo, But at every 
moment they fearcd to hear the foot- 
stops or voices of foes in the night. 

‘They wero tired and weary, but they 
did not care to close their eyes, Tho 
Gnnger was too imminent for that. 

‘They lay among tho rocks by. 
winding hillpath, in darkness relieved 
only by the sparkle of stars in the clear 
sky overhead. 

‘Where they were the chums of tho 
Remove did not know, save that they 
wore at 6 grent distance from the ty 
of Canton, where they had fallen into 
tho hands of their enemies. 

By sheer luck—and pluck—they had 
escaped from the hands of Chong Lo 
and his gang of coolies, on the way to 
tho inland city of Pan-shan, where the 
Mandarin Tang Wang and an un- 
known fate awaited them, 


the 


, But up and down the wind- 
ing path in the rocks tho 
yellow rien were hunting 
them; twics, in the silence, 
they had heard distant call- 
ing from ono panting Chink 
2 to, another. 

They rested and listened. 
Billy Bunter's snore went on with a 
steady murmur. 

Bob Cherry starcd curiously in the 
dim starlight at the sleeping Owl of 
the Romove. Bunter, assuredly, was not 
the bravest of the three Greyfriars 
juniors lost in the hills of Kwang-tung. 
Yet ho slept soundly, while anxiety 
kopt his companions wide awake. 
Blessod if I know how be can do 
it!” murmured Bob, breaking «long 
silence. Anybody’ would think wo 
were safe in the dorm at Greyfriars, to 
hear him! What ao uncarthly row 

Wharton smiled faintly. 


ONE MAN ov. AN ARMY! 


Oriental cunning and terrorism ‘gainst 
a single Britisher’s pluck and resource. 


“There's nothing to eat, so naturally 
he’s gone to sleep!” be remarked. 

‘Bob chucklod. 

“T say, old bean, we're in some 
serape,” he said. 

“Better than when we were in the 
hands of that blighter Chong and his 
gang, old chap.” 

“That's so! We'd still be. prisoners 
that bunch of bandits hada't jumped 
on Chong & Co. But” ¥ 

“If wo keep clear of them, wo've & 
chance of, getting back to Canton,” said 
Herry, “It can’t be more than thirty 

“‘There’s a sporting, chance, anyhow.” 

‘The juniors were silent again. They 
were at liberty, and that was some: 
thing; and there secmed chance of 
dodging the Chinese who wore hunting 
Shem, for more than an hour bed p 
since’ they bad heard any sound from 
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their purguers,, But petting back to 
Canton, where they had left their chums 
and Ferrers Locke, was another matter. 
Three “foreign devils,” wandering in 
unknown China, far from all beaten 
tracks, were not likely to find the way 
easy. 

Ferrers Locke, no doubt, would bo 
secking them. But seeking throo follows 
who hed vanished into tho interior of 
mysterious China was rather like scek- 
ing three small necdles in a particularly 
large haystack. 

But while thero was life there w 
hope, neither Wharton nor Bob 
Cherry wore likely to givo in while thera 
was a shot in the locker. 

Stretched on tho hard earth, their 
shoulders. resting against hard rock, 
they rested, though they could not 
sleep. ‘They were hungry: but thero 
was no food; and they tried not to think 
of it.” Bunter was fortunately able to 
forget hunger in sleep. ‘The other, two 
grinned and bore it—or, at least, boro 
ii, if they could not grin. 

made a sudden movement. 
” he breathed, 
‘a sound in the hill-path 


that wound by only a few yards from 
their nest umong the rocks ond 
boulders. 
ob shut his tecth hard, 
“They're coming 1” 
“Snore! 
Faintly came footsteps 


through the still night. Chong 
Lo and his men had gone far 
in the pursuit of tho escaping 
juniors, never guessing that 
they had passed them on tho 
way. Now thoy were coming 
back up the hill-path, 

Wharton's hand glided over Bunter's 


open mouth, and ho shook the fat 
junior lightly. Tho men on, tho path 
were still far; but when they camo 


nearer thero was no doubt that_they 
would hear Buntet’s hefty snore. Thexo 
was at least five of thom—beawny 
Chinces coolies. ‘Tho juniors had no 
chance in a struggle. 

A light shako was no use to Bunter 
when he was asleep. Ho snored on 
regardless. 

Wharton shook him again and again. 
Bunter’s eyes opened at iast behind his 
spectacles, and only Wharton's hand 
over his mouth stopped # loud cxclama- 
tion. 

“Quict !” whispered Harry. 

“Groogh ”” 

“Not 4 sound!” 


Wharton withdrew bis hend, and 


(Copyright in the United States of America.) 


—THIS RIPPING COMPLETE ADVENTURE YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & CO,! 


ANTONG! 


Bunter sat up, blinking at him through 
his spectacles, morosely, 

“* Anything to eat?” bo asked, 

a 
on wharrer you wake me for, you 
‘ily idiot?” . 

“Quiet! ‘Those rotters are coming 
back—up the path! If we make a sound 
Eh erikey gasped. Bunt 

erikey !” gas} unter. 

“Shut up, you sas” breathed Bob. 

“I gay, you fellors—" 
“Quiet I 
‘ou nesda’t have woke me, you silly 
chump! T su ‘I was quiet enoug! 
aslcep!”. grumbled Bunter. “Wharrer 
youwako ine for? X was dreaming=—" 

“Bo quict |” 

“T was dreaming of that lovely spread 
old Wun stood us the day we got to 
Canton," Do you remember?” 
ch ‘Will you shut up?” hissed Bob 

hort. 

Bunter was about to mort; but tho 
sound of @ loose stone clinking on tho 
steep path cheoked the snort. ‘The stono 
fad’ rolled ‘under tho foot of a Ohink, 
and {t told thet the enemy was near at 
hand. A shiver ran through the fat 
ln of tho Ordo the amore, 

be: lear Suppose they find us 
here?” he gasped. 

They'll “and us for a ded cert if 
you don’t Keep your idiotic mouth 
shut!” hissed Bob, 


sai 

Bunter clamped his mouth shut. Tt 
was not cay for William George 
Bunter to keep his mouth shut, aslecp 
or awake; but he did it now. ‘Tho 
sound of feot on the hill-path caused his 
fat heart to palpitate with terror. 

‘Tho footsteps camo nearer and nearor. 
Muttering voices could be heard now, 
‘and the juniors recognised the snarling 
tones of Chong, the scarred coolie. Hi 
tono told of his savage rage at tho 
failuro of the pursuit. 

Closor and closer came the, footfalls 
on tho steep path, till tho bunch of 
coolies swore abroast of the spot where 
‘the juniors lay as atill a8 mice among 
the piled rocks of the hill-side. 
AWharton peered through, 3 
among the boulders, and sighted tho 
Chine: roa ten “foot away. | They 
wero moving slowly; staring from side 
to side among the rocks and brambles 


bby tho path. But he. saw only threo, 
Ghong Fo had apparently {ott two of 
the coolies lower down tho hill watch- 


ing the path. 
In « glimmer of starlight be saw tho 
force, enraged face, with tho sword-cut 
soross it, of Chong Lo. Tho slanting 
eyes wore burning. Chong osrried one 
arm in @ sling; in his other hand a 
knife was gripped. To and fro he 
glared as he camo up tho. steop hill- 
path, evidently awaro by this time that 
tho fugitives ‘must ha 
from the path ond taken cover. But 
to search amiong the rugged rocks in 
the darkness was hopeless; there ere 
a hundred hidden nooks, and until 


lodged away hi 


morning came Chong had little chance 
of finding the “foreign devils” he 
sought. . 

But a sound would have drawn him 
upon’ them, and thoy stilled their 
breathing. in the silence it, seemed to 
tho juniors that they could hear the 
beating of their own hearts; it soemed 
to them thot the keen-eyed Chinks must 
ear. 

But Chong heard nothing, and the 
threo yellow men passed on up the 
winding path into the gorgo where 
Sight with the Ghineso bandits had taken 
Place. ‘They disappeared, and all was 
silent again. 

‘Harry, Wharton, breathed hard. 

“They're gone {” 

“What about making a break?" mut- 
tored, Bob. 


loft below 
the path. No doubt. abou 
hey know ‘wo'ro not far ava; 
w the path down the hill wo 
Ik into their hands,” 

Tf we wait here till morning they've 
got us.” 

“T know! We've got to clear, but 
wwe can’t follow the path; we'vo got to 
gixe it a wide berth. 

Bob Cherry stared round in tho 
loom, broken by the glimmer of star- 
fight,” Wild and ragged hitlside sur- 
rounded tho juniors—rough, shaggy, 
trackless. Tt was likely to ‘be rongh 
going if they kept away from the hi 

ath cut in tho steep ascent, barred 
ith steps of granite slabs. But any 
chance as better than the cortainty of 
falling into the hands of the enomy. 

‘He rose and stretched himself. 

“Better get going,” he said. 

“I say, you fe ” 

“Get up, Bunter!" 

“Ym tired.” 

“Get up, you fat duffer!” 

“Yim hungry.” 

“Fathead | We've got to ect a moro 
‘on while those Chinks are at'a distance. 
If they should hear us—" 

illy Bunter groaned and dragged 
NE to his feet. 


watching 
that. 


“Keep your pecker up, old fat bean,” 
said Bob Chorry encouragingly. “Weil 
et somewhere—some time! Never say 


io 


“Oh dea ana 

And thoy started, picking their way 
among, Tougi, rocks and clinging 
brambles, blind to what might li 
before thom, but, satisfied that ever 
step was taking thom, at least, farther 
and farther away from the enomies who 
were hunting thom, 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

The Man with the Begging-Bowl 

RANK NUGENT stared from tho 
Fh isto of te orang tn the 
howe of Wun Chung Lung, at 
Canton, into the wide garden 
glimmering wider sparkling stars, His 
faco was white and set, his hands 
clenched. 

Coloured lanterns lighted the ball, 
dusky’ in its corners, and gleamed on 
the many hues of precious jars, from 
which crammed ‘rose-lenves distilled & 
svcet, lingering ecent. 

Joknny Bull was moving to and fro 
reitlossiy. Hurreo Jameet Ram Singh 
Teaned oa the window near Frank, is 
dusky fac troubled. “Little Wun Lung, 
the Chinese junior of Gresfrinrs, sat on 
8 low stool—silent, motionless, his ivory 
face expressing litle or nothing. But 
the ‘others understood" that’. their 
Cliineso clium was feeling very keonly 
fae disaster that’ had! overtaken bis 

None of the juniors was speaking. 
They had discuised the matter again 
and again, but discussion was futile. 
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry and 
Bunter had fallen into the hands of the 
agents of Tang Wang; they had been 
stolen away from Canton, and yonished 
into the mysterious interior of China, 
No fellow there would have hesitated 
to risk his life or to givo his life to 
rescue them—and they wero powerless. 

‘All their hope of sccing their frionds 
again contred. in Ferrers, Locke, Yot 
What’ could even. the celebrated Beker 
Street detective do? 

By that timo they knew the threo 
prisoners wero far | avras~ probubly 
Across the hills that lay to the west, 
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for there was little doubt that they were 
being taken to Pan-shan, the city where 
the “Mandarin Tang Wang was all- 


powerful. 
Pursuit—even had there been force 
available for it—was hopeless, or 


seemed 40; for there were a dozen 
routes to tho west, and Chong might 
have taken any one of them. 

Yet to roniain idle in Canton while 
their fricnds were carried farther and 
farther away from them was bitter and 
galling; it was too bitter to be endured. 
And Nugent and Johnny Bull and 
Murreo Singh felt that they could not 
‘tick it out for long. If it meant 
cath to follow tho way their friends 
had gone, still thoy. had to follow. ‘Tho 
attempt might bo insanity, but it was 
better than waiting in idleness while 
their chums were eruelly done to death. 
‘And it was only. their respect for 
Forrors Locke—theit faith in bim—that 
atill held ‘the three juniors in the house 
of Wun, 

Locke had some plan, though thoy 
did’ not know what it was. ‘They won- 
dered what it was without being ablo 


to guess. 
Frouk Nugent turned from _ tho 
-@ clenched 


window at last; his hands we 
hi 

aps" he 
said in a low, husky voice. can't 
k hore and wait—wo can’t!” 


what Twas. thinking,” 
, Bull, “Sink or 


‘esteemed Locke has told us to 

my. absurd chums,” murmured 
0% Jemet Ram Singh, 

Semen the — good ?”” 


T can’t stand this, you chi 


swim 
hor. 
“Tho 


wouttored 
ont 

‘lors Locko plenty clover johnny,” 
murmured Wun Lung. P'laps he 
Drgtee Tang Wang allee Hight” 

“Locke's: up against it now!” said 
Frank. “What can ho do? Tang 
Wang's as safe at Pan-shan as the 
Emperor of China used vo be at Pekin. 
Tt would need an army to root the 
brute out and get our friends out of 
his clutches,” 

Ba os askeo lansom!” said Wun 
ange 

Teawvas a faint hopo—thet tho prisoners 
wie to bo held to-ransom, 

“pathos payce lansom, sposee askee,”” 
said the Chinese junior, ‘Mo tinkee— 
mie plenty sure-—fathee payee lansom.”” 

fils frends. did not feel #0. sure’ of 


was Mr. Wun's rofusal of the 
demands of the Red Dragon, tong that 
hd made Tang Wang, the chief of the 
teng. his nemy, 

Tho death of Wun Lung had been 
ordered as a warning to his father, and 
Ferrera Locko and. the Famous Five 
had hrought the Chinceo boy safe home 
fo his father's house, whero he was 
secure from the ‘mandarin. 

Mr. Wun, with the _ tenacious 
obstinacy of @ Chinese, had refused to 
pay ransom when, his son's lifo was 
threatened. Tho juniors did not, fee! 
at all ure that he would part with on 
gnorimous suin for tho seko of is son's 

Neither, if Mr. Wun was willing. 
kl it be possible to trust to the good 
faith of tho mandarin. 

‘They knew something of Tang Wang; 
and they knew how likely it was that, 
even if tho ransom was paid, all that 
swaild bo recived in return for it 
woul Ue the heads of the prisoners in 

Nugent shook his head dismally. 
hat man ise. fiend,” ho said. 
“And his son was killed ‘when they 
attacked us in the Red Sea coming over 
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here. He's not likely to forget that 


now that he has our friends in his 


‘mandarin was for 
to fill his war-chest ‘to cut his 

of the Ming ‘princes who 
had ruled China before the Manchus 
camo, dreamed of restoring the ancient 


dynasty in his own person. With the 
country divided against itself, three or 
four contending armics invading and 
ravaging, the cunning mandarin was 
fishing in troubled waters. He was head 
of & powerful tong; he was allied with 
@ warlord powerful in| Kwang-ai, 
where his city lay; but he needed money 
more and ‘more money. Yet it wes 
likely that tho death of his son, Tang 
Lao, had turned his thoughts rather to 
Yengeance. than to gain, 

‘Tho juniors remembered the cold hate 


2 
in hia look when they bed seen him in Wr 


the street in Canton, 
Likely enough he would talk of ran- 
tom; would extract all he could, But 


they felt, with a shudder, that he never 
would untoose his grasp on his, viction 

Ho would take all that he could take; 
but when 


the lives 


for 
0. At the most, time 


there was no 


in 
ith hia cams 


apparently, 
robe, with baro fect. His faco was 
ellow, wrinkled, the chin half-hidden 

y @ ragged beard. tattered gown 
was dirty, the faco was dirty, and ins 
dirty hand he carried a wooden bowl. 

‘The juniors hed seen many auch 
Sgures in and around Canton. 3 
were not few in the city, “But what 
that dirty, tattered beggar could be 
doing in the palatial home of Sr, Wun 
was @ mystery. 

the beggar-nian looked at the juniors, 
‘and camo towards them. He held out 
the begging-bowl, and spoko in Ghinese. 
‘Mr, Wun stood and watched him, with 
@ strange expression on his aoe, 

“Wo don’t understand you,” 
Johnny Bull. “Wo can't speak Chinese, 
What docs ho want, Wun Lung?” 

Before the Chiveso junior could 
answer tho beggar spoke in English: 

‘© vonerable lord, born many cen- 
turies before me, grant @ trifle 
Hung, tho son of Shing, who he 
travelled by far ways even from the 
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was. But oven when they knew that it 
ras Ferrers Locke standing before them 
in the-guise of a Chineso beggar, they 
could ‘not recognise him. In’ Ut 
wrinkled, yellow mask of a face there 
‘Was not the remotest resemblance to the 
clear-cut features of the Baker Street 


Pe ia 
i Ee coi” repeated Nugent 
Locke nodded. 
“I was giving my disguise a final 
test,” be said, in is ‘ead voice, 


soing— 
“E am going to Pan-shan,” seid 
Ferrers Locke,quietly. “I shall lose no 


time, and I éhall probably reach tho 
city as soon as the prisoners, ‘No white 
man oan enter Pan-shan while Tang 

fang governs the city, without being 
cut to pieoes.. But a Chinese beggar: 
man may have botter luck,” 

“And—and you, think——" 

I hope!” said Locke quietly. 

With nod to the juniors ho passed 
out of the ko-tang with Mr. Wun, 
conducted away by @ secret door trom 
the gardens. ‘The juniors wore left in 
silence, ‘There was hopo in their hearts 
now; but it was hopo mingled with 
doubt and dread. For well they know 
that in going to tho city of the man- 

‘in, in faraway Kwang-si, tho Baker 
Street dotective was going into deadly 
peril—into the very jaws of the tiger. 


‘THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Lost tn China! 
“ ‘i deer!” 
“Ke ye 
oO “Born a 


“Buck up, Bunter 1 
wow PP 


‘was impossible to guets in which direc- 
tion i 


‘come. upon 
little fields ter- 
ido, Once a savage 

‘hed barked at them, and had been 
driven off with stones. But of any 


human inhabitant they saw no sign, 


Great Wall of China to crawl at the st th 
fect of the ge ted people of pe ee, 2 
Kywang-tung. ey Were anxious to put as great 


"Obs is that it?” said Nugent, and 
ho felt im his pocket for a silver dollar, 
gihaned ax ho waa by Mr. Won. allow: 
fig, the tattered beggar’ to ply. hie 
trado in the ko-tang of the great he 

Dut the begging-bowl was withdrawn 
tho next moment 

eT thinke this will do! said the 
Chinese, begger, im quite a different 
oie.“ Obrioutly you do not recognise 
nies 
‘The Gresfriars fellows jumped almost 
clear of the mossio, Soor. 

Serrera Locke” gespod Nugent. 

“Great Scott! 

They gazed at tho hegese in blank 
wonder, “His voice told them ‘who he 


scaped. 
was 8 matter of 
scarred coolie. 
miles, 
covered, they were sure of that. So far 
as they could, they had followed » 
descending direotion, hoping to get, back 
to the ‘But they were till in 
the tangled bills, when Billy Bunter, 
with a deep groan, sank down on & 
rock and refused to take another stex, 


at least, they had 
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Far away in the cas 
of Canton and Hong 
China Soa, yros a pale 
ing the dawn, 

ay was near. 

Ae pe fellows,” moaned Bunter, 
“iv’s all'up!, I can't go on! Leave » 
fellow atone.” 
“Another mile—” 


ft, the direction 
Kong and tho 
immer, herald- 


already.” 
si more than twovor threo, I 


“Look here, old chap—” 

“Oh, shut up, and let a fellow rest!” 

“Do you want us to go on without 
you?” demanded Bob Cherry. 

But oven that failed to move Bunter. 
He slid down to the foot of the rocl 
and.atretched out his fat limbs. 

“Dol he said bitterly. “It would 
bo like you! Desert me, after ell I’ve 
dope, for you! Just your sort!” 

"You benighted ass!” 

“Beast |” 

Wharton and Bob exchanged hopeless 
looks. ‘They wero worn down with 
fatigue and want of sleep, but they were 
still capable of further efforts. Bunter, 
no doubt, could have made another 
effort; but ho had mado up his fat 
mind ‘that ho wasn't going to. He 
plowed his head on his arm, and closed 

fick Gero, Bone sald Ha 

i! ere, tor——” sai 1 
at last. i 


*Bnoret 
“You frabjous owl {”* 
Borel 


De /; 


“al 


Hidden by the wistaria on the wall, Wharton watched 


the wild-looking crew. Among them was a man of 


gigantic stature, and Harry recognised him as the 


“Well, we can’t carry him, and 1 sup: 
pose ro can't roll bim down the hill 
like a barrel. After all, I don’t think 
T could havo dono more than another 
mile, Lot's take rest’ 

“Nothing else for it,” agreed Harry. 

A rest was welcome enough to the 
two weary juniors, though they would 
have been glad to put a greater dis- 
tance between themselves and tho 
Chinks. ‘They sat down, leaning on 
rough ‘rock, and closed’ their eyes. 
Until daylight came they were hidden 
from sight unless @ soarcher should 
actually stumble on, them, and they 
ached for sleep. In less than a minuto 
thoy were sleeping as soundly a: Billy 

junter. 

Dawn camo from tho cast in a rosy 
glow. ‘The shadows rolled away. as the 
sun climbed higher in a blue sky. It 
was, tho warmth on his face that 
rakened Harry Wharton at last, and 
he sat up end rubbed his eyes rather 
izzily. 

“Oh, my hat !” he ejaculated. 


‘Tho sun was high now in a cloudless 
sky—the sunny sky of | Kwang-tung. 
Evidently it was long past dawn. 


‘Wharton rose to his feet and looked 
about him. Bob Cherry awoke at his 
movement and rose, too. Bunter snored 


on, 
“Looks jolly” said Bob. 
Below them were the rugged slopes 
of the hillside, terraced here and there 
in fields cultivated to tho very edge of 


‘chief of the Chinese bandits ! 


jossibility, irrigated by little ditches. 
ey were in a land whero water was 
recious, and not a drop, was wasted, 
jelow was a valley extending to a dis- 
tant plain rich with paddy-ficlds, 
Glimmering in the sun, a river 
traversed the plain, and on'tho shining 
water, tiny in tho distance, they could 
coo boats, with men in them in 
enormous Chinese hats. 


was, what 
jon of small, flat 
houses—a Chinese village. Figures liko 
ants moved in tho sunshine, Still 
nearer was a strange-looking building— 
a pagoda of many roofs, rising ono 
hove another, cach roof of painted 
tiles with curled-up edges, And half 
way to the pagoda was another smaller 
building, standing solitary on the edge 
of a trodden track that wound down 
from tho hills, Tt was a (umbledown- 
looking place, ‘with red walls and roof, 
and seemed deserted. Close by it wis 
& small cultivated ficld. 

Bob Cherry grinned, 

“Te seemed like a giddy desert in tho 
dark,” ho remarked. “But, there's 
plenty of people about. My hat, I’m 
hungey (” 

“No sign of tho enemy,” said Marry. 

“Thank goodness, no!” 

They scanned the hillside, round and 
about, above and below. How far they 
were from the pass through the hills 
where they had parted from their 
captors they could not tell. But they 
Know it must bo a good distanco; they 
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could seo nothing of the high gorge 
‘where the fight with the Chinese bandits 
had taken place. And nowhere was & 
tign of tho scarred coolio and his crew 
in search of them. 

“We've got clear of that gang,” said 
Harry. “Now we've got to get back to 
Canton somehow.” 

“That's tho programme,” said Bob. 
“The fellows must be frighéfully anxious 
about ue; Mr. Locke, 90.” 

tho 


‘Wharton pointed’ to distant 


fox all 
the 


“Good ‘sappoee every 

locality ffows dows to Hong Kong,” 
said Bob. “That's the way home, and 
wo'l acrounge a boat somehow. Tho 
country looks peaceful enough, and T 
don't se why ‘wo shotld h 
with the natives. Of course, they 
ike foroign dovils. But we don't look 
very dovilish.”" 

Horry Wharton laughed. 

“Tsay, you, fel 
yawned deoply. “I 


Bunter 
y, got anything 


I think you might have 
looked for something to eat, as you're 
up first” "grumbled Bunter. “I'm 
famished !” 
"Do. you think we're not hungry, 
fathoad?” 
Just Like you fellows to, be thinking 
‘about yourselves n't you ever 


think of snybody else?” asked Bunter. 
£0f all the beastly selfishness—" 
“Oh, shut up” 
Yoh” 


School—Fisher 


business 1 


At all Newsagents, etc. 


Barter jerked himself to his feet, 
ill wae prepared to go on 

nit for the ur . 
Bunter had a fecling as if be bad not 
eaten for weeks. At the present moment 
he could have eaten and relished 
mails and frogs he had disdained in the 
house of Mr. Wun. 


He blinked round him in the sunshine Bun! 
ectacles. 


through his big spe 

“Well, where are we going to get 
any grub?” he asked. 

“cho answers where?” said Bob. 

“If you fellows think you're going to 
starve me—” 


Bunlet sorted indignantly, Wharton 
unter snort 
and Bob, watching the valley. below 


them, consulted. first necessity was 
to get food; the second, to find their 
way beck to Canton. Neither seemed 
easy. They 

it ben possible, to ateal quietly through 
the countryside umeeen by in 
habitants, but that evidently impos- 
sible. As soon as they came down from 
the hills—indeed, before—they would be 
under many eyes. But they were aware 
that Chinese peasanta were an extremely 
peaceable race, except when excited by 
untiforeign feeling, and they hoped, ab 
less , to Lied with so, hevte lity. mld 

rom whore. they they 00 

pick out path that led down into the 
valley, and after a few minutes’ discus- 
sion they decided to follow it and chance 
their luck. ‘There was, in fact, nothing 
else to bo dono they were to 
fam h on the barren hillside. 


“We may get food there: 
‘and, anyhow, wo can test what tho 
inhabitants are like. 80 long ax wo keep 
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Bumper Bargains 
in BOOKS, Boys! 
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No. 133—THAT GUY FISH 
Meet the cutest guy—in his own opinion !~at Greyfriars 
“Fatieton Fish, the American junior, He 
lives, dreams, and has his being in dollars! His fertile 
brain is ever and anon thinking out new schemes for 
“relieving” his. schoolfellows 
And in this lively 
Wharton & Co. he tries on more of his money. 
stunts—but he rakes in more trouble than dollars ! 


No. 134—TRUE BLUE 


Here's a sparkting good story, written by a popular author, 
around popular characters.‘ Blue i 

Clifford's latest yarn of school life and adventure cannot 
fail to please you ; the exciting escapades of Tom Merry & 
Co,, the well-known chums of St. Jim's, cannot fail to 
interest you. But the “ proof of 
eating.” Ask your newsagent to 


pn leaks it 
story of Harry 
2 dn 


“True 1"—Martin 


the pudding is in the 
let you see a copy.. 


SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN Library 


4” each 
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‘would have preferred, bed lit 
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Thong & Co, I don’t seg why 

on will ‘pad he oo knife 
"Ey cat tre stort seduce 
‘Then the knife was 
ht, ond with the cudgels 


._ They followed 
‘Fey descended tho 


in moat coeblclon the at 
fein F 
Tabor Sle ie" men ‘ho the 
land; in the East, ae it fest, it 
in tho most useful fabour tbat is hardest 
“i gorcien dere . 1 

foreign ” in that 

Chinese Sealy tant bare penn ah 
nogmamon ight," yet aay “el the 
workers in Tittle fields did not 
rouble’ to" rave theit, heads “ae, the 


ue Ky inch 
» at wl 
Wharton knocked with & cudgel 

“I aay, you fellows, what's the good 
of this piace!” grumbled Billy Bunter. 

Je’s not an inn, ia itt” 

“Precious few inns in China,” said 
Harry. “It looks to me some port of 
a faple. 

Wi 


the thump is the good of a 
taper ees 

“ Travel pat in tempk 
Ching, fatheag fy “P= Semplee i 

“Ob, my hat! Fancy a. traveller 
trying’ fo) put. up sto ‘church an 
England !” gurgled Bunter, 

“It's different here, ass 


“Well, I don’t care what it is no long 
as they've got some grub,’ Bunter, 
“For goodness’ sake, bang again, and 
make the beasts hear” 


Knock i Knock! Knock t 

‘There was no answer to the knocking, 
but tho juniors could someone 
moving within the gute, 

Knock! Knock! 

A thin, querulous, voice camo from 
within the gate, As it spoke in Chinese, 
fhe juniors had ot the remotest ides 

what the speaker was saying. Appar- 
ently, however, he was esking what they 
wanted, or what they were. 

“Better try him in English,” seid 
Bob. “Ho ‘may understand—iota of 
Chinese do in Canton, anyhow.” 

Harry Wharton nodded, | 

“Ploase, let us in!” ho said to tho 
unseen man behind the gate. “We 
have lost our way, and are hungry. 
Wo can pay well for food.” 

Ho heard a startled exclamation, In 
that remote quarter of Kwang-tang, an 
English voice was as startling as a 
Chineso yoies would have been tn some 
yilage of Warwickshire or Northumber- 
jan 

“Can you speak English?” went on 
Wharton, 
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Bvidontly tho unseon man could speak 
Boglish, for tho answor camo in that 
language. 

fae it a forei; 
th gate of Tin Bong?” 

‘Te was a thin, high-pitched voico—the 
voice of baa ‘The juniors could guess 
that Tin Bong waa some priest, such a3 
aro found in little, lonely, tumbledown 
temples all over China, subsisting 
chiefly on the alms of the devout or the 
charitablo, 

“Wo aro English!” said Harry. 

“Go your way, foreign dovil !” 

“Wo can pay for food—pay well!” 

‘Thoro was a pauso, 

‘Then a bar was removed, and the 
crazy gate swung open on its’ uncertain 
hinges. 


devil who knocks at 


‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
In tho Temple of Buddha! 


IN BONG stood in the gateway, 
staring suspiciously at the three 
‘foreign dovila” standing with- 


an elderly man, thin and 
bony, dressed in a shabby gown of 
blue’ edged with black, and ragged 
shoo yellow face was wrinkled, 
and his eyes, narrow and slanting, 
gleamed under bushy brows, His look 
w icious, furtive, hostile; i 
struck tho juniors that they had 
seen a more unpleasant faco, ‘Thero was 
greed in the prominent black oyes undor 
the bushy brows, and it was undoubtedly 
the word “*pay™ that had cused the 
"The rurelous, Eesti look faded fi 
suspicious, hostile look faded from 
d, sharp faco as he scanned the 


iy and dusty and travel-stained 
ag they wore, Mr, ‘Tin Bong probably 
discorned that they were likely to havo 
money about them. 

Ho did not, however, immediately ask 
them to enter. "No Chineso over comes 
immediately to the point. 

“Whenco do you travel, honourable 
ones?” he asked, 

“Wo haye como,down from the hil,” 
said Harry." Wo'go lost our wey, and 
heed reat and food.” 

“Where do you go!” 

‘Wor sro going ‘back to Canton— 
Kwang-tung,” added Harry, giving the 
city its Chinese name, which is the sane 
‘aa that of the provineo of which it is 
the capital ; 

“You are fat from the city now, 
‘estimable one said Tin Bong. 

“Yes; wo have lost our way.” 
Wharton had no intention of telling this 
evillooking man that they were escap- 
ing from ohemiet. i 
'T have little food to offer |” said the 
recluse. “But you may enter and rest, 
if it pleaso your honourable greatness.” 

He stepped aside, and the juniors 
entored the little courtyard. fore 

the open doorway of the red 
building. 

“Pin Hong mado them a gesture to pase 
in, and. they went into the building. 
They wero glad to 200 tho. gato closed 
behind them. If Chong and his gang 
camo that way, they were out of sight 


now. 

‘They found themselves in a bare, 
dismal room, furnished by little more 
‘thane couple of crazy benches and & 
chest. At the farther end was a cur- 
tained shrine, doubtloss that of some 
gecccthough "whether this man war 

inddhist or Taoist or any other kind of 


know. 
repeated Tin Bong. 


“igh.” they did not 

"i have little,” 
‘“Bince war came on the land, the offer- 
ings are-few. It is not many moons 


Yie soldiers were here burning 
‘and pillaging. And what the soldiers 
Teavo in a country is taken by the 
robbers.” 

Wharton looked at him curiously. 

“You speak very good English, sir!” 
he said. 

‘Tin Bong smiled, a smile that was 
more like @ ancer. 

lived many years with a top-side 

white jossman,” he answered. "For 
him I interpreted to the people.” 

‘The juniors were aware thet mission- 


aries were men by the 
Chinese; the native idols being 
oie; 
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“But when the soldiers came, they 
killed him, And the people rejoiced.” 

The juniors were silent, Tin Bon 
mado 6 geviaro towards & bench, an 
they sat down. 

Ho began to prepare a meal of vege- 
tables and boiled millet, It was nob 
appetising, but it was very welcome to 
the three hungry schoolboys. He gave 
them tho food in earthen bowls, with 
chopsticks to eat it with, Billy Bunter 
tucked in industriously. He would 
have liked something more savoury$ 
but “anything of an edible paturo was 
welcome to Billy Bunter. He emptied 
his bowl and asked for moro, 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS 


No. 15. 


Although our clever 
Greyfriars 


with the unfortun- 

ate Wun Lung, he 

cin ee 

bo trusts will 

t with your 
approval. 


TAREE the pen and the inkee 
To write to you, Cousin Ching; 
Z seratchee my headee and tinkee 
How I can tzplain everyting. 
T want to unfoldee the story 
How little Wun Lung did aspire 
To cover himself with much glory, 
‘And make all Greyfriars admire. 


To makee my schoolfellows happy 
I give them a sonderful feast, 
Invitee Bob Cherry (good chapel) 
And fat Billy Bunter (a beast!) 
And Wharton and Nugent and Toddy, 
And Inky and Browney and Bull; 
1d likee to ask everybody, 
But etudy already chock-full! 


Fou know how we cookee in China, 
What savoury dishes we make? 
They templee the palate far finer 
Than plain English chopce or steak. 
So little Wun Lung eet to workee 
And makce a wonderful pie; 
Far nicer than chickee or turkey, 
Or viyoy that English folk fry! 


1 servee the pie, with a flourish, 
And say to bia iri “ Pu 

You needce a feedee to nourish, 
Or else you become velly thin? 

Fat Bunter, he eay, This és ripping!” 
He passee his Bikes for more; 

And then U sce Bob Cherry slipping, 
With facee ult white, to the floor? 


“Oh dear! Oh, the anguish” he 
groanee. 
I'm poisoned, you heathen Chine!” 
Then Duater, he give a deep moanee, 
And crascl’ to the nearest settee, 
Then Toddy teapee up, looking Hunnish, 
And shakee his fistee at me, 
And threaten to panchee and punish, 
So tittle Wun Lung forced to flee! 


int 


Ay guests stagger off to the sanny, 
Complaince of painee that Halls” 

The matron, @ charming old granny, 
Produce a powerful pilt, 

And when they return, black as thunder, 
They smite Wen Zang hip and 

thigh: 

And tcave kim, dear cousin, to wander 

Why Englich'no tikee RAT PIBL 


“You wero interpreter to an English 
missionary?” exclaimed Harry. 

““That is the truth, born-bolore-me.” 

«Where is he now?” 

“The soldiers cut him into very 
small pieces, which they threw into the 
Che-kiang,”” answered Tin Bong. 

‘The juniors shuddered. 

“Why?” asked Bob, in a low voice. 

“He caused thunderstorms, and bad 
crops, by his incantations,” explained 
Tin Bong. 

“Good heavens I” 

It was scarcely possible to beliove 
that the man wes speaking seriously. 
‘Yet it was evident that Tin Bong was 
perfectly serious. 


“Many times the people would havo 


killed him, but they dared not, before 
there was war,” explained Tin Bong. 


The pricst—if he was priost—watched 
thor in grim silence. His shiny, fur- 
tive oges nover left them. 

‘They were glad of the man's hospi- 
tality, such as it was; but, they could 
not help fecling uncasy in his presence; 
and they were glad that they had not 
mentioned that they wero fleeing from 
enemies. Ho looked as if he was quite 
capable of betraying them for a few 
copper cash. 

He was, however, providing for them 
as well as he could. It was plain that 
he was poor—the placo ached with, 
poverty. 

He grunted as Bunter held out his 
bowl for more; but he refilled tho bowl, 
the fat junior tucked in again, 

“I am poor,” said Tin Bong, after a 
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long silence. ‘The honourable ones 
will observe that I am very poor. This 
4s but a small shrine, and’ the offerin 
‘axe fow. But I am well avaro thet all 
foreigners are rich, and you will leave 
something that will cause mo to re- 
member you with gratitude.” 

“Certainly,” said Har 8s 

He took from his pocket two sil 
dollars, and banded them to the Chin 
tion, 


ir was worth 


“© estimable and harmonious one, 
born many years before me,” he 


id, 
Fit was by tho special will of Kwan 
‘that you wore guided to my door. Lay 
your commands upon this poor worm.” 

‘Wharton smiled, 

For a second he had been almost 
slarmed by the greed that blazed in Tin 
Bong’s eyes at sight of the money. 
But tho man was now all respect and 
reverence; and it ocourred to Wharton 
‘that ho might be useful in obtaining tho 
means to return to Canton. A few 
tilver dollars would be a cheap prico to 
pay for a safo return to Ferrers 
‘and the rest of the 

“Wo want to get bacl 
fu as possible,” he 
there?” 

“Thay 
‘on tho river, born-before-me,” answered 
in Bong.’ “Ho will take you to 
Canton for five silver dollars.” 
pAb? iubiors brightened up wonder- 
ily. 

“Oh, 


id. “Can wi 
a boat on 'tho river to take us 


ood i" said Billy Bunter, 


» suid Bob. 

“Done!” said Harry Wharton. |“ And 

tho sooner tho better. Our friends 

there will bo anxious about us.” 

“YT say, you fellows——" 
“Don't bother, Bunter.” 

“Look here, T want a rest before we 

ators” argued, Bunter, “that river's 
T'm tired?” 


“Let the honourable ones rest in my 
po heuse, whule I seck my brother and 
I him that his boat is needed,” said 
in Bong, “When I roturn I will bring 
rickshaw, in which you may go down 
to the river unseen by tho people. 
theso peoplo are not civilised li 
and they do not love foreign de 
‘Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged 
glances of satisfaction. Billy Bunter 
MAN Yo diSpped to tho right shop thi 
“Wo dropped into tho right, shop this 
time, oldman,” said Bob. “Go chead, 
Mr, "Tin Bong, and wo'll wait here.” 
‘in Bong kow-towed again, 


‘me, 


of their 
greatness ; ‘safo from the 
robbers; and if any should knock at the 
gate, make no answer. And with great 
peed J will return and tako you to my 
brother's boat.” 
“Good!” 

After another elaborate kow-tow, Tin 
Bong ‘eft th house, and let himself out 
by tho gato on the courtyard. Wharton 
followed him, and dropped the bar into 
placo at the gate. It was little defence; 
for tho wall that surrounded tho place 
was crumbling, and could easily have 
beon climbed. "But at least the barred 
Bate would keep out any chance visitor ; 
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For P! 


and tho lem the “foreign devils” wore 
seem, the safer they were, 

‘Wharton returned into the room. 
“We're ssid Bob. 


“] ‘hope they'll have some grub on 
the boat. You'd better mention that 
to Ping Pong, or whatever his name is 
foportans! T may as well have & 
‘You fellows ebut up, will you?” 

ily Bunter stretched hs fat libs 
on ests sleeping mat. His enore 
rs soon rumbling through th little 


other two juniors went out into 
the little courtyard, where they sat 
down under a ‘rather skinny-looking 
banyan tree. ‘There was nothing to do 
but to wait for tbe return of Tin Bong; 
and they waited anxiously. 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Upper Hand! 


HE sun blazed down in the little 
courtyard. It was past noon 
now, and hot and drowsy. An 
hour had pasted since Tin Bonj 

had departed; and Wharton and Bot 
wondered how long it would be before 
he returned. Bob leaned his head back 
on tho trunk of the banyan, closed his 
‘eyes, and dozed in the heat. The cay 

tain of the Remove remained wide 
awake, 

In spite of bis satisfaction at tho bar- 

ain that bad been made with Tin 

jong, there was a balfconscious mis. 
giving in his breast. ‘The man looked 
8 | ToEUe; and he was obvicnsly 
extremely’ poor, greed in his 
eyes at tho sight of the silver dollars 
haunted Wharton’s mind. And what he 
had told the juniors had not increased 
‘Wharton's faith in him. He had been 
interpreter to a “joss” man; whieh 
showed pretty conclusively that he was 
not a believer in the native gods. 
Likely enough, he had pretended to be 
2 convert, for the sake of what ho could 
get out of the “joss ”” man—like a good 
many unscrupulous Chinese. Ne 
‘was some sort of a priest dwel 
ine, living on the offerings of 
superstitious peasants—evidently 
with his tongue in his cheek. 

Possibly he was not a priest at all, 
but some adventurer who had found tho 
lace deserted and settled down it, 
imposing on the credulity of the simple 
country people. The juniors had not 
been long in China, but they knew that 
it was a land of the humbug that goes 
hand-in-hand with foolish superstitions. 

Wharton had heard from Ferrers 
Locke, that most of the poor priests 
dwelling in the little waysido shrines, 
were simple and generally bonest men. 
But there wero a good many exceptions: 
and there was no doubt in his mind 
that Tin Bong was one of the excep- 
tae an man socked a rogue—and a 
greedy and unscrupulous rogue. 

Had hie known of Chong Lo and the 
Mandarin Tang Wang, Wharton could 
not doubt that Tin Bong would have 
betrayed his guests into tho hands of 
their enemies, 

Fortunately, he knew nothing; the 
schoolboys were, to him, simply three 
foreign. ‘dovils who had foolishly wan- 
dered from the city, and lost themselves 
in the country. It was, fortunately, not 
in his power to betray them. 

But was there something elso up his 
sleeve? If be returned with a rick- 
shaw to teke them down to the river, 
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to @ boat that would carry them beck 
to the juniors cortai 
in great luck. 


Tor a just, payment; for ths 
roguery that Wharten had ead ia tie 
eyes. 


But if bo came baex, not with » rick: 
shaw, but with a mob’ of Chinese! "He 
knew the juniors had money; and ho 
looked the kind of man to hesitate at 
little for mone; What was a 
sum to the ‘tne lish schoolboys was @ 
fortune to the dweller in that tumble- 
down house. Even their watches repre- 
sented a larger sum than, probably, he 
received in a wholo year in offering 
wi oe deeply 

warton was deeply uneasy. 
Ho was on the horas of» dilemma, 
Pradence seemed to counsel him to et 
out while the going was good, without 
‘waiting for the return of tho China: 
man. Yet by doing so he might be 
torning his beck ous sure chance of 
getting back to his friends at Canton. 

Footsteps passed ob tho road), and 
Wharton listened to them. His heart 
gavo @ beat, as the steps stopped out 


side tho gate. 
‘There was a koook. 
It awakened Bob Cherry from his 


doze, and he sat up, Wharton put his 
Jor St bis, startled 1 
foyes. met his, startle 
Koock! 
Te came loudly, 
hispared Bob. 
whispered Bob. 
till he calls out.” 
‘Wharton’ sbook his, head, 
suro that it was not, Tin Bony 
Tips puckered in'a ail 
“Chong?” he breathe 
“Yehouldn’t wonder! 
Knock! 
‘The knocking at the gate echoed 
rough tho auclorure and through tho 
Hittlo temple. If it awakened Bunter, 


arply, impationtly, 
Bong ‘como back | 
nyhow, if it is, wait 


He was 


whistle, 


ten |” 


and he camo out—~ But it was nob 
likely to awaken Buntor, 

‘Wharton and Bob eat very still, Tt 
might only be some wayfarer, knocking 
for admittance to tho ehrine.’ olf 40, be 
was likely to when the ptiost 
Gia not ‘open 

Knock, knock | 

The Knocking came louder, eava 
and impatient, And now it ‘was fol- 
owed ‘by a. calling voice. 

The words were Chinese, incompre- 


hensible, But the voice was familiar to 
the ears of the juniors—a deop voice, 
but with o reedy tone in it. It was 
of Chong Lo, the scarred 


coo! 

Bob Cherry breathed hard. 

‘Chong! muttered Wharton. 
lost us—lost track of us—but 
they're till after us, Bob! He can’t 
know wo'ro hero—he’a Knocking up the 
priest to ask him if he's soon any 
foreign devils—" 

Cherry nodded. Outside the 
gate, the voico of Chong Lo went on 
in angry tones. It was plain that the 
man Was alone; and the juniora could 
guess that the gang had separated, and 
‘wero scouring the countryside in differ- 
ent directions, trying to pick up news 
‘of the escaping schoolboys. 

‘They waited, with beating hearts, 
Chong’s voice wont on, sharp and loud; 
and though they understood not a single 
word, they knew that he was cursing 
the lonely dweller in tho temple for. not 
opening the gate. Ho ceased to shout 
at lost; and they heard him moving 
slong the wall. o 

‘Their eyes met again, 

nese was looking for an casy 
spot to clamber over the wall. They 
know at once. Either ho intended ¢@ 
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rouse out the priest and question him, 
‘or to search the place on suspicion that 
the fugitives might have hidden thero 
if it, was vacant, 

Wharton pointed to the doorway, 
and Bob nodded. Silently they rose 
from their seat under the banyan and 
stepped into the building. From the 
hadowy doorway thoy watched _ tho 
enolosure; and saw a Chinese face, 
under a big bamboo hat, rise into viow 
over the crumbling wall a few yards 
from the gato. It was tho face of 
Chong Lo, scar of an old sword-cut 
showing up plain on the yellow cheek. 

In_ tho silence, thoy could hear the 
panting of the Chinaman as he dragged 
himself over tho wall. His left arm 
was in 8 aling, and disabled; and the 
climb was nok easy to him.” But he 
clambered over ‘and dropped into. th 
courtyard and stood staring round him. 

‘Wharton and Bob had picked up their 
cudgels, 

‘They hoped that the man would go 
‘without entoring the little temple; but 
it ho entered—— Their grip closed 
hard on the cudgels. ‘They stood back 
from the doorway, in the shadows of 
the dusky room, If Chong Lo put his 
head inside, ho waa going to meot with 
‘8 surprise, # 

From the courtyard the Chineso 
called a; ; and receiving no answer, 
‘ho camo aorosa to tho building. 

4a ho resched tho doorway, th 
of Buntor’s snoring reached his ears, 
and he gavo an angry grunt. Obviously, 
-ho did not know that it was the snoring 
of a “foreign d Doubtless he 
concluded that the occupant of tho 
shrine was fast asleoo and that that 
was tho reason why thoro had been no 
anawor to his knocking at the gate. 

‘Ho cémo striding angrily in, calling 
out, as ho oame—words of abuso, as tho 
juniors quested. 

Wharton and Bob aprang forward at 
tho same, momont, the heavy oudgels 
whirling in the air. It was no time to 
stand on ceremony, 

Orasht 


nal 
Chong Lo gave a gasping cry and 
reoled under Wharton's Blow; and tho 


xt aocond, Bob's cudgel crashed on 
head and he went to the ground 
ike a felled ox. 

‘Ho fell on his faco and lay almost 
stunned; and in an instant Bob's knee 
was planted in tho small of his back 
pinning him down. Evon as ho foll, 
dared, his hand had clutched out. 
knife, and Wharton toro it from his 
grasp. 

‘The fallen man, for some moments, 
Jay almost without motion. ‘Then his 
{aco twisted upward and his black eyes 
blazed. 

Wharton lifted his cudgel, with s 
grim look, 

“Keop quiet, Chong Lo,” he said. 
“Try to itt a finger, iP soroundrel, 

id rm rack your skull like an egg- 


“Woleign devil!” hissod Chong. 

He made a tremendous effort to rise. 
But Bob’a knee, planted in his back, 
foroed him down; ond Wharton gave 
him a sharp tap on tho head with the 
atick as a warning. The scarred coolie 
sank down again, 

“Get something 
said Bob. “We'll 
we've got him.” 

“T say, you follows —” 

“ere, Bunter— 

“INT tay, what—whet—” stuttered 
Bunter. ‘The Owl of tho Remove had 
awakened and was staring at the scene 
with eyes distended behind his big 
spectacles. ‘ay—" 


to tie the bruto with,” 
ll make him safo now 


“Got a rope or something,” snapped 
Wharton. “It's Chong, and we've got 
him, “Tear up that’ mat—that will 

0. 


#0h orikey !” 

“Buck up, fathead.” 

“I-T say, havo you got him safe?” 
gasped Bunter. 

“Yes, ass, get @ move on.” 

Billy’ Bunter, blinking ‘uneasily at 
Chong, tore the mat into strips, and 
the strips were bound scourely round 


pay 


Ag 


Crash! There was a 
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sure that he was quito safe, the juntors 
returned to tho courtyard ‘to wait for 
the return of Tin Bong. 

Under the banyan tros thoy waited 
and listened, dreading to hear evory 
moment the footsteps_or voicos of 
Chong's confederates, But there came 
no sound through the drowsy heat of 
the afternoon save tho buzzing of the 
flies, ‘The rest of the gang, it wi 
clear, were not at hand; it was 
bablo that they were far away, seoking 


gurgling scream as the bandit crashed down fairly on 


the head of Tin Bong and almost flattened him out on tho floor of the pagoda ! 


Chi 
to hi 
Knotted together. ‘Thon he was rolled 
farther into the room; and a lump of 
matting was forced ‘into his mouth, 
gagging him, and tied there safely. 

He lay helpless on the earthen floor 
his slanting eyes burning at the 
juniors. 

Chong Lo had been hunting them and 
he found them. But be had not 
found them ia precisely the way ho 
had hoped. 

‘The rage in his eyes was liko that 
of a caged tiger. His lips foamed over 
the gag. Whether any of his comrades 
were within roach of his voice, if he 
shouted, the juniors did not know; but 
hoy were pot taking risks, Bound, 
gagged, and help! ong on 
fho earthen floor, and after making 


right arm, fastening it down 


ide. Then his legs were tied and “ 


to pick up the traces of the escaped 

foreign dovils.” Within the dusky 
temple Chong lay, biting savagely on 
his gag, while the juniors waited in 
tho, court—Wharton stilt turning ovor 
in his, mind the tormenting problem— 
to wait or not to wait! 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
The Treachery of Tin Bong! 
ILLY BUNTER, with hia head 
Bek RE aa 
eyes shut and his mouth open, 
snored. Bob Cherry, dozing in 
the drowsy heat, nodded; but sleepily 
he watched his chum, wondering what 
Wharton was up to. ‘Tho captain of 
‘Tus Maower Lisnanr.—No. 1,184, 
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the Remove, leaving them under the 
banyan, climbed the courtyard wall 
in a spot where @ mass of wild wistaria 
was heaped on it. 

Keeping covered by the trailing 
wistaria Wharton was able to watch 
the road outside tho, gato of the temple. 

‘His misgivings had intensiGed with 
the — lengthening of ‘Tin Bong’s 
absence, “Several hours, had passed 
since the shifty-cyed Chinaman had 
gone; and Wharton grew moro and 
more uncasy. Now jhe was on tho 
watch, from a coign of vantage where, 
unseen himself, ho would bo able to 
4e0 Tin Bong as soon as ho drew near 
from either direction. If tho priest 
came alone, or if ho came with a rick. 
shaw and tickshaw-coolic, no doubt all 

ould bo well. If not—if treachery was 
intended—the juniors would have at 
oast a few minutes warning. 

Twico or thrice blue-clad peasants 
passed on tho narrow, rugged road 
koing down from the hills towards tho 
distant villago in tho valley. ‘The eyes 
of tho watching junior followed them 
till thoy passed tho pagoda in the dis- 
tanco and vanished. 

‘The pagoda lay lonely, perhaps half- 
way to tho villago and tho shining 
river beyond; and’ Wharton looked at 
it with curious esos many times while 
Yo waited and watehed. ‘The building 
had onco beon a handsome ono, but 
when he examined it more carefully, ho 
could soo that it was in a dismantled 
stato; several of tho roofs being broken 
in and tiles missing from all of them. 
No doubt it had been pillaged and dis- 
mantled in tho civil warfaro that had 
aged all over that region few yours 
boforo; tho civil war that was intor- 
mittont all over the torn and distracted 
land of China, 

Tf Tin Bong had gone to tho river 

to atrango for boat to tako tho 
schoolboys to Canton, ho would pass 
the roadside pagoda’ on his return. 
But, thero was no sign of him coming 
‘4 tho long, hot minutos crawled by. 
4, When 16 priost “appeared at last 
it was not from tho dircetion in which 
Wharton looked for him.  Closo at 
hand, bordering the road, was a small 
‘wood, and suddenly tho’ gaunt Siguro 
of Tin Bong, in its blue gown edged 
with black, sppearod on tho edgo of 
the wood looking towards the tomple. 

Wharton’s heart beat, faster, 

Hidden by tho wistaria on, the wall 
he watched tho priest; reading, at a 
Gistanoo of twenty, yards, the gloating 
cunning in his yellow face. For a fow 
moments Tin Bong stood on tho edgo 
‘of tho wood looking torrards the temple: 
‘and thon ho was joined by several 
other Gguros, “They wero men in 
ragged tunics’ and cotton trousors, with 
Jingo bamboo hats—s rough and’ wild- 
looking orow. Among them was a man 
of gigantio stature, with his right arm 
bandaged; better clad than tho rest, 
a man with a-hoavy, brutal face, and 
Black moustaches curled up to his eyes. 
‘At the first glanco Harry recognised 
him as the chief of tho Chinose bandits 
who had attacked Chong Lo's party 
in the gorge the previous day. 

Fo know, now! 

Tt was to, fotch tho bandits to their 
roy that Tin Bong had. gone: end 
now he was returning—with four or 
fire desperate outcasts of tho hills. 

Wharton's faco paled a little. 

Tin Bong had no intention of helping 
the foreign devils to roturn to Canton. 
Ho had lied to thom, and left them 
‘waiting in the templo, liko sheep Tor 
the slaughter, while ho sought his out- 
‘tast confederates. Wharton needed no 
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further proof that his misgivis 
wellsfounded. sianwiesaie 
‘He lay still in the wistaria, his heart 


throbbing. 
From Ghong Lo and his gang, the 
agents of tho Mandarin Tang Wong, 

> juniors had to fear capture and 
delivery into the hands of their enemy 
at Panshen. But from tho bandits 
they had to expect instant death ss 
soon as they were within reach of the 
ruffians’ weapons. And defence was 
hopeless. ‘The Simsy walls of the temple 
‘would not protect them, if they barred 
tho door against the bandits, It 
socmed to Harry that he could already 
hear tho rustle of the wings of tho 
Angel of Death. 

‘Ho watched, “his brain almost ino 
whirl. Hidden under tho wistaria, he 
was invisiblo to tho keen, shifty eyes 
that looked towards tho temple. For 8 
minute or two the group of Chinese 
stood there, on the edge of the wood, 
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in mmuttering talk that did not reach 


him. 
camo, down tho road 
temple, 

Wharton dropped from the wall. 

‘Tho expression on his faco, a8 he ran 
to rejoin his comrades under the banyan 
in the courtyard, mado Dob Cherry start 
to his fect. 

“What—" ho exclaimed. 

“That villain has _ betrayed us!” 
breathed Wharton. “Ho left us here 
while he went to fetch the bandits —” 

“You've seon——" 

“They're coming! Tin Bong end 
four others—one of them the big fellow 
Y slashed in the fight yesterday.” 

“Oh crumbs” 

We've got to get out, quick! They'll 
be a few minutes; 


barred. We've got to run for it.” 
Hoo shook Bunter into wakefulness. 
jor's eyes opened sleepily 
behind his big spectacles. 


‘Thon they left tho wood, and 


towards’ the 
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“Lemme lone!” murmured Bunter. 
“TESST” breathed Hi 
” breathec larry. 

Ho dragged the Owl of the Remove 
to hie foot. 

one that Chink heer back?” A 

“He's coming—wit ing of 
robber, Qi Ns 


Wharton dragged the fat junior 
along. ‘They hurried to the back of tho 
courtyard, where there was a door upon 
the field’ of Indian corn behind tho 
temple. Swiftly the threo juniors 
Passed out into the field. 

From. tho gate on the road came a 
‘sound ef knocking, followed by the voico 
of Tin Bong. 

“Open tho gate, 0 honourable ones!” 
‘They heard every word across the court. 
yard. “It is ‘Tin Bong who calls, and 
all is roady to convey your estimable 
lordships to the boat.” 

“Tho villain!” murmured Bob, sick+ 
ened by the treachery of tho wretch who, 
even a3 he called on them to open tho 
gato, was standing in tho midst of tho 
savage gang le had brought thero to 
murder them, 

“Quick” breathed Wharton, “Keep 
Jow ‘and run for it! If wo can, get to 
that pagoda we may bo ablo to hide.” 


“It's a chance!” muttered Bob. 
“Buck up, Bunter !” 
“Oh-dear! I say, you follows— 


shaking like a fat 


seen if 


being 
Wharton and Bob holding 


arms on eithor side, Without thoir 
the terrified fat junior would probably 
have collapsed. ‘Thoy ran and stumbled 
and scrambled over rough ground, 
brambles and thorns, for, some di 
until Wharton judged that they could 
get down to tho road out of sight of tho 
gang at tho temple gate. Then they 
forambled down to the rond, and ron 
their hardest in the direction of tho 
pagoda. 

The knocking had ceased now. Per- 
haps Tin Bong had guessed that the 
foreign devils had taken tho alarm; or 
feared, porhaps, that thoy had departed 
in his absenco.’ Leaving the gato, the 
bandits were scrambling over the 
crumbling wall of tho courtyard, and 
they wore swarming into the dusky little 
temple by the time the fugitives reached 
the road. ‘There was no one for them 
to find there but Chong Lo, bound and 
gagged; and what might happen to 
Chong ‘was a matter of vory little 
moment to the fugitives. 


Bunter gasped and spluttered and 
groaned as he was dragred along 
between thi iors. He ran as 


tro j 
fast a9 his fat little logs could move he 
had never put on such speed as he put 
fon now. Swift as they were, it seemed 
an age to the juniors before they reached 
the pagoda. 

Wharton had been suro that the 
pagoda was ruined and desertc:! from 
his observation of it from a distance, 
and it was quite cloar that that was the 
care when-the juniors reached it. 

Tt stood at some distanco back from 
‘the road, and what had once, heen culti- 
vated gardens, were now a wilderness of 
weeds and brambles and thorns. 

Half the roofs of the pagoda were 
gone, and in those that remained tiles 

(Continued on page 12.) 


OUR FOOTER FANS’ CORNER! 


is ofton said that confession is good, and therefore, I 
I pose to start this week's note with a confession, 

Bite a go thcough th eters tnt to mo by Maonrs 
readers, I find myvelf wishing that my middie name 
‘You romember how wise he wat, wonder- 


‘However, whon you take on s job, you have to go through 
with it, go Tam not going to jib at tho awkward questions. “I 
4m going to deal with one or two of them hore. The first comes 
from a reader in Lancashire, and this ia the question : 

“"Whon ® spoctator paya his monoy at @ football match, 
can ho soy what ho thinks while tho in progross, oF 
must his remarks be confined to praise of the play and the 


t 
Pint {e tho sort of problona I feel like leaving to ray readers, 
Dut I don't supposo for a moment your Editor would lot me 
do that, 80 hore goes, 


Then you have paid your money to sce a football 
match, can you say just what you like in tho 
course’ of tho game 7 


In tho first place, my middle name being Sherlock rathor 
than Solomon, ¥ thinke can how the quory arose. My 
Lancashire friond has hoard, I take it, that the officials of the 
Bury football club have placed plain-clothes policemen at 

ious places round the ground, to look and to liston for the 
‘barrackers” and to eject those who are spotted. ‘That, as 
Sherlock Holmes would have said, in “elementary, my dear 


‘Wataon.” 
Some pooplo who havo attended at the Bury footbsll ground, 
at Gigs ‘Cano, have boen "saying things” about, tho efforts 


Of tho home ‘players. Obviously, the officials of tho Bury 
‘lub think that tho payment of money at the turnstiles of a 
football ground does not give the spectator the right to say what 
hho likes about the play. He can cheer os hard as he wishes, 
but-he musta’t “boo. 

suppose if somebody, ignot 


F course, Bury isn’t the only place where the voice of the 
Sarreckor is hoard, ad” Bury “iea't tho ‘aly place 
whore they havo tried to St “ domes of silence” on 
to tho téo-candid eritic. 


Mony « star ployer hos been driven from this 
or that club ta tho post becauso the spectators 
have criticised his play 


$n language too blunt to be misunderstood, and in a voice 
‘too loud not to be heard. ol ee 

‘In this connection, you may remember an interesting case 
whioh arose somo timo ago. Noss tho’ rails around a certain 
Yootball ground, there was a spootator who mado a “dead 
gob” at o particuler player; said some very rudo things about 
his efforts. ‘Tho player stood it for some time, and thon, his 
blood properly up, he suddenly dashed across to the offending 
spectator and gave him, via his ist, « little reminder that the 

tor coul 


rf 
Kehoe willing. 8 
solve ‘emt 


spectator has paid his entrance money at the turnstiles, he 
hiss not bought the right to say what ho likes about tho play. 
Uf ho is vory disappointed with the exhibition he hes hie 
remedy—h out of the ground, and atay away from 
the ground ia future. But hie rem ‘ho is preparod 
to suffer porsonsl inconvenience, is not to tell the playara in 
harsh language what ho thinks about them, 


‘which was sont to me from Lancashire, comes a problem 
of a different kind from 9 young reader at Loodn, 
wants to know how it is, that all the stars of the 

football firmanaent appear to be going to Sond 

understood,” saya this reader, “that there is 

‘wage for star footballors ; 

‘wages in London than they rocoive in the provin 

‘a8 it costs more to live in London than in tho average provinoin! 

really wore off, 


Fe. ‘on the heels of this problom of the barracker, 


2 footballer can only be paid « certain maximum 
wage—eight pounds per weck—no matter for 


Ho can't got more in London then in Leeds, by way of 
xample. It is aloo « fact (your Editor says ho knows thi 
aly too well) that it costs raore to live in London then in th 

Provinces. 

‘Thia boing 00, how is it thet David Jack, Aleo, James, David 
Halliday, Hughio Gallachor, Aleo. Jackson, and Aloo, Choyne 
have all loft provinoial clubs in recent times, to join up with 
Arsonal and Chelooa t 

T can give the answer 80 far as some of those players—and 
‘others not mentionod—ero concorned. ‘There ia till an idea 
abroad that London's strests aro paved with gold, and many 
footballers think thoy can oarn more monoy in London then i 
the provinces. Some of thom have proved that thoy car 
‘This extre money doos not come directly from playing football 
it comes from other jobs which are, porhsps, racre easily 
obtained in London than in che provinces” Ono tar footbalat 

my acquaintanoe gets his ninds ® week for playin, 

footbal for a London club, and another ton pounds e wool for 
85 a sort of demonstrator of sports at a big London stores, 

London footboller makes alot of monoy doing journal. 
istic work in London, which ho would not have boon able to 
66, if he nd stayed in the provinoos,, 80 there, you aro! 

lure of London ig really the Ture of more cash, end you 
‘can't blame the ster footballer who “falls for it.” 


ati 


OW for a quory on the techaioal sido of the game.“ We 
rere playing « match not long ago,” write 0 Manoiold 
reader, “ when s free kick was given against our team, 
just néer the penalty lino, “The referee ordered ail our 

players to stend a¢ leest ton yards from the ball, but ho allowed 
several players of the other aide, spart from the man who was 
taking the kiok, to stend much nearer the ball, Was tho 
referee entitled to do this t” 
‘The reply in that, the reforeo was quite right. ‘There aro @ 
lot of people who think thet, according to tho rules of the 
26, ail tho players on the field, except tho ono who is kicking 
‘ball, maust be ot least ton yards away when a froo 
is being token, ‘This is not the cass. ‘The rule says that 


“mo opponent must approach within ten yards 
of the balt before it ts Kicked.” 


The rule dose not say that members of the side to which 
the kick hes been a1 aust also be ton yards awey. 
“OLD BERS 
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THE BECCAR OF SHANTUNG! 


(Continued from page 10.) 


were missing, and tho remaining tiles 
wero broken and discoloured. 

‘Thick cucalyptus trees grew round it, 
‘and bunches of bamboos; dismel rem- 
nants of what had once been culti 

‘Such sights are not uncommon in 
China, a land where public buildings 
are generally neglected; beautiful and 
costly structures often being allowed to 
fall into decay from sheer inattention. 
Jn this caso also there had been 
damage from somo foraging party of 
soldiers, ‘The pagoda, which must have 
cost many thousands ‘of taels to er 
‘was now a mere ruin. It hed been & 
thing of beauty at one time; now it was 

diemal, broken, discoloured wreck. 
however, was fortunate for tho 


juniors. ‘There was not. a building 
within a ‘of it, and not a soul to 
bo scen. Gladly they plunged out of 


tho burning sunshine into the dusky 
interior of the pagoda. 

Fallen wreckage, broken tiles encum- 
dered tho floor, and lay in heaps amid 
the eucalyptus ‘outside. They stumbled 
over piles of rubbish in the dark 
interior. 

Wharton panted. 

{Wore out of sight now, anghow, 
‘Thoso rotters must be in tho temple by 
this time,” 

“They've found Chong, then!” mut- 
tered Bob. ‘ 

““They'ro weleome to him!" 

Bunter sank down on a heap of bricks, 


gasping. 

‘Oh ‘dear! Ow! Oh doar! I say, 
you fellows, aro they—aro they coming? 
Oh dear! Ow!” 

Wharton peerod out of tho shattered, 
doorless aperture by which they had 
entered, ‘The singhino lay in, a sheot 
‘of heat’ on tho wilderness of brambles 
and eucalyptus and the road bayond. 
But there twas no sound or sign of ‘Tin 
Bong or tho bandit. 

“They'll bo, rooting through 
temple for us!” muttered Bob, 

Wharton nodded. 

“There must be some sort of a stair- 
case here,” ho said. “The place has 
fixe or six stories’ Here you aro!” 

,, The old stairway in the pagoda, lead- 
ing up from story to story, was as 
zuinous es the rest_of tho ‘building. 
Some of the steps wore wholly missing, 

f gaps like missing teoth; others 
‘wero shaky to the touch. ‘But dangerous 
as it wag, tho juniors had no choice; 
they had fo got out of cight in case the 
bandits looked into. the building. 

T'll go first !” said Bob. 

“Careful, for goodness’ sake !” 

“You bot 1” 

Bob Cherry clamberod up the broken 
gld stair ino very gingerly way. 
Treading softly and carcfully, testing 
every step, holding on with hands as 
well as fost, ho ascended. ‘There was a 
addon futioring and squawking in tho 
dusky gloom ahead of him, startling 
him so that he almost lost his hold. But 

bird, startled from its nest 
e suin; and’it flow squealing out 
of @ gap in the topmost roof, more 
startled t b. 

“Oh, my hat” he breathed. 

“AM right, Bob?” called Wharton 
anziously from below. 

“Right ag rain 
9d the top of the steps. 
‘Through the slanting round roof above 
him many gapa let in the glaro of the 
sun, shafte of gold throagh the gloom. 
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He looked down at Wharton deep 
below. 

“Come on! You'll have to be 
careful; but the steps will hold, Better 
push Bantor up Srst.” 

“Go it, Bunter 

“J-I say——" Bunter blinked at the 
crazy stairs in dismay. “I say, that 
taircase won't stand any weight! Ob 
dear!” 

“Go it, fatty! Wo've got to get out 
of sight.” 

“I—T say, I shall fall—* 

Wharton ‘glanced out to the sunny 
road again. Nobody was in sight, but 
ho could hear a sound of running foot 
steps. 

“Quick!” he muttered. “If they find 
us hero—” 

Bunter groaned. 

‘There was nothing else for it, and 
Bunter essayed tho climb. How he 
‘dragged hie weight up the crazy stai 
way seemed miracle; but it was a case 
of “needs must,” end Bunter reached 
tho top at last, ‘and joined Bob Cherry 
under the broken top roof. 7 

Harry Wharton was not long in fol- 
lowing hia 

‘A tow minutes more, and the, Grey- 


friars juniors were ctouching in the Chi 


dusk ad dust at the top of the pagoda, 
‘They waited, with beating hearts. 
‘Tin Bong must know 
that they had. fled, and the bandits 
would bo lookit 


ald only hoy 
fot search the pagoda. 


jor of a mile from 
temple; and there were many other 
directions that they might bave taken 
in their fight. 

Minute followed minute. ‘Twice the 
juniors hoard the “of running 
fect; twieo they heard distant ‘voices 


Beforo this, 


calling. But no footsteps approached had 


the old tower. 

“They're missing ust" breathed Bob 
at Jost) “After ail, thet villain, ‘Tin 
Bong, kacir we wanted to get.to the 
river, to, get back to Canton. ‘Ten to 
ono they'll Took for’ us" towards. the 
fier 

“Most likely,” agreed Wharton, 
Cudge wonder what they’ve done to 

hong.” 

“Blessed if T care.” 
share wees Metectog S08 nue 

ro was a fluttering and squeaking 
boro a gap inthe toot. "A large 
Whito bird Buttered there, as if seek. 
ing to enter. It was the bird that had 


been startled from its nest somewhere th 


in_the dusky recesses about them. 

‘Tt flow in, and there was a terrified 
squeak from Billy Bunter as the wings 
brushed him. 

“Ow! What's that— Wow!” 

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered Bob. 
“1's only a bird—” 

“Ob dear!” 

bY startled again, flew out of 

led ‘over the pagoda, 


the 


gap 


Not a 


hero, I suppose.” ne 
ith" anxious eyes, tho juniors 
shod tho circling bird through the 
rich the sunligt 


from. 2 
bandits where their victims were 


idden. 
‘Once more the bird settled into the 


its retrest—a signal to tho 


Beer wiitog tis beetlogasd mallee 


fd muttered Bob. 
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no’ movement, Life or death depended 
gp fhe bird settling quietly, in ifs nest. 
But it was Iy enough, with the 
fbteo strangers in the, dusky den that 

The white bird ou 
Fe, Tested, and poered 
right red eyes at a 
tho juniors; then, sight 


screamed and rose 


‘of tho gap and 
See and ‘sorvantag, cyer 
pagoda: 
‘Bab gave Wharton hopeless Joo 
“That's torn it! he guttered, “' 
game's up!" 
“Oh dear!” camo from Bunter, 
arton’s eyes glittered. 
if they come for us, here, we'll 
mako some of them sorry for’ them. 
selves Quiet Thora a chance yok 
fa 
@ foreaming of the circling bird 
scunded dolorously over their “heads. 
Another sound eaiue to their eary {rom 
Te was a stumbling footstep 
among the heaps of rubbish on the floor 
of the pagoda. Another footstep and 
another—a muttering of voices in 
ness. 
‘The bandits wore bolow 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

‘The Defence of the Pagoda! 

looked 

irway, his 
20 

1g *Placo, 


tl 
ee 


Wharton. had had little doubt, that 
tho scarred coolie, when he was. found 
in’ tho temple, would be alain by the 
Bandits. “Te was amazing ‘to seo. binn 
sinong them, fooling ins the heaps of 
Fubbish, that encumbered ‘tho floor of 
fhe old 

hed. somehow. made alliance 


agods. Ay 


Wharton and Bob Cherry hod their 
cudgels in band. Billy Bunter lay on 
tho mouldering ‘old floor, where the 

# bell of, the pagoda had once 
ung. The fat junior was mumbling 
digmally. 


0" 


up, old chap!” whis- 
pered 
“Looks like it; but we're standing 


up to them.” 

We jolly well aot, We'll exch 
papper or two before a, 

lars “Bless ‘hat beaatl; 
bird—they’d never have hit on us, t 
think, but for that. Can’t be helped.” 

Wharton glanced at Bunter “and 
sprogged his shoulders slightly. ‘The 
Owl ct the Remove. wes useless in the 
Sight that was coming; and Wharton 
elt him to mumble. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallot ‘That's 
Chong!” said Bob, as a voice hailed 
ig, Juniors from below.” 

ong was calling way. 
‘A brief search had ‘shown. thatthe 
fugitives were not concealed ‘the 
robbizh in the Dagods, and jt wan easy 
for Chong to guest where they were. 

‘Foreign devils! I boar you, and 
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09 you! called out ~ You 
coméy ‘down along. me, plenty quick 1” 

“"Gome and fotsh ust’ retortod Bob. 

Ghong's ‘eyes littered up tho rotten 
stairway, plOking out the Joniore in the 
Stak above, At tho heed of the Darrow 
stair, cudgel in hand, they were in a 
strong position; and did not 
socom to like the task of fetching them 


iston slong me,” called out 
Chong. “You makee me’ pli 
foleign devils, along. templ 
makes diond along bandit—plomise uma 
ig price helpeo mo takeo you to Pan- 
shan, “You eavvy? All these feller 
hore ‘helpeo takes you." 

‘Tho juniors had guessed as much 
piteady. Tig Bong and. the bandits 
had found Chong Lo tied up and 
Geseed Jn the temple; and no’ doubt 
‘they had questioned him as to what had 

¢ of tho foreign dovils. And the 
cunning coolie had known bow to turn 
their arrival to his advantage. The 
Promise of roward was cnough to enlist 
‘the Chinese bandits on his side. Chong 
had convinood them that ho served 
rich and powerful mandarin, and the 
it would pay them better to help him 
than to cut off his head. 

“You hose mo talkos?” wont 
on Chong Lo.” “Plenty feller 
here, you savvy! We got you!” 

“You haven't got us” yet, 
ugly mug!” answered Bob. 

“You 
said Chong Lo. 
takeo all doll 


from the stair and 
spoke in Chineso to 
the ruffians gathored 
round him, ‘There 
wasn mutterin 
do flashing of 
jords. | But the 
bandits still hesit, 
ated, though it was 
probably rather the 
‘uncertainty of the 
mouldering “ stair- 
caso than any other 
gonsideration that 
deterred them, een 
‘in Bong’s reedy voice called up: 
“Honourable one, regard the words 
hat I say to youl” 
‘You treacherous scoundrel!” said 


Harry. “is this how you keep faith 
‘with ust” 

‘Tin, Bong shrugged his gaunt 
dors. 


at faith do foreign dovils keop 
‘wit, Chinese?” ho retorted. “Listen 
toque boy! This man Chong would 
$ake You prisonor to the city of Tang 

fang the mandarin, in Kwang-si. He 
has promised us a’ reward in silver 
dollars for you; and this he will pay, 
for he has sworn by Kwan. You will 
save your lives if you come down and 
Yoursolves into our hands. But 
‘Sthervvise you must dio. 

“Come and fetch us, you rascal!” 

Again thero was @ muttering among 
tho Chinese below, and Whartoa and 
Bob waited and | watched anxiously. 
‘They wore grimly determined to dofend 
themselves; and as the Chinese had no 
firearms, they had » chance of makinj 
good tho dofence of the stairway. I 


plisoer, soe * 


they could hold their own until night 
fall, there might yet bs a chance of 
escaping in darkness. ‘The 
remotest chanco was better than 
surrendor. 

Long minutes passed. 

‘The men below hesitated to trust 
themselves to the mouldering stairs, 
with the two juniors above ready to 
strike as soon’ as their heads camo 
within reach, 

“They don't like the prospect, old 
an!” murmured Bob Cherry. “My 
hat! We may pull out of this yet.” 

“We'll try,” said Harry. “Anyhow, 
wolro not giving in!” 


“No fear!” oii 
Angry voices sounded below as the 
minutes passed. Tho bandits were 


angry and impotent, Chong Lo gritting 


his teeth with rage. ‘Tin Bong’s greed: 
‘oves stared up at the juniors, but the 

ld rogue made no movement to ascend 
the stairs. ‘The juniors noticed that 
there were moro men in tho old pagoda 
now; several of Chong’ coolice had 
Grrived, An angry argument was going 
on, and though the juniors could not 
understand the words, they guessed that 
their enemies were disputing who 


should take tho lead, and tho risk of be 


crashing on the rotten stairs. 

Tt was the bandit chief, with tho 
black moustaches, who made tho attempt 
at last. With @ huge sword gripped in 
his bend, the gigantic Chick put his 
foot on the Sst stop, and in a gingerly 
way put his other foot on the second. 

‘Testing every step to ascertain that it 
would bear his eight as, he came the 
Chinaman slowly advanced upwerd. 

“Look out, old man!” muttered Bob, 

“Bit quick, end hit hard, as 600 
his napper ‘comes in reach!” 
Harry. 

‘Thay waited. 2 

Slomly, very slowly, the bandit came 


seid 


3 


up the stair, From below, his men 
watched him. As ho drew nearer to tht 
juniors, “the Chinaman ‘held “out, hie 
uge sword before him, to keep off the 
blows of the waiting cudgels. 

But to save his head he had to give 
‘98 much attention to the schoolboys 
above him as to the tottering stairway 
‘he was ascending, There was a creak- 

ig and snapping, as his heavy foot 
rested on a weak spot; and the bandit 
F194 esp, and lurched, “Bob Chorrs, 
leaning down, ed him with the 
cudgel, and gavo hima « sharp blow on 
tho head. 

The hugo Chinanian fell on his knees 
on the stairway, and the sudden weight 

ling on an insccure step, dislodged 


‘Tho step fell bodily away in a cloud 


Billy Bunter blinked down below, and his eyes almost bulged through his spectacles at the sight 
of Bob Cherry with his bent neck under the sword of the exeoutioner ! 


of dust, and tho bandit fell through the 
Stairway. A fearful soll rang’ from 
fim "ashe dropped fs. aword, and 
clutehed wildly with both hands to save 
Fimeclf, “Theo or four stops tore loose 
under “his frantig. grasp, and, the 
Figantic rofian shot downwards like s 
falling log. 

Crash! 
hero was gurgling sera from 
“Tho bandit, erashing down, bad fallen 
faitly on the head of Tin Bong, Tho 
swrotehed priest crumpled under the 
{erriGe. welght, end flattened ‘onthe 
foor ef the pagoda, tho bandit sprawl. 
ing over bin ‘Bricks and dust fell on 
both of them ina shower, as the rest 
Of tho gang crowded fck ‘with startled 
cries, 

{Gp crumbs” gasped Bob. 

‘Tho gigantic bandit lay groaning, ono 
Tog scusied under him. "AS soon 2. tho 
bricks ceased to fail, hig men came 
forward again, and. pulled him away. 

(Continued on ge 16) 
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But the bandit chief did not rise to his 
foot. It was ovident that his log was 
broken, and he lay groaning where his 


followers isid him. Tim Bong did not # 


stir.” Whether he was stunned, ot 
‘whether the crash of the heavy body on 
his head bad killed him, the juniors 
could not see. At all events, he lay 
where he had fallen, and did not move, 
su te savage crew below gave him no 
“First round to us!” ssid Bob 


breathlessly, 
Angry shouts rang from below. 
Chong Lo shook « furious fist up at the 


juniors. 


wd streamed out of the pagoda. ‘Tlic 

isabled bandit it groaning, and 

‘in Bong still lying motionless, 

Test disappoared from aight. 

phy Batl Aro they gonot” breathed 
ob, 


inj 


e 
Romovo shook his head 
bandits ales kare gs en up the con- 
test, possibly; but Chong Lo was not 
Jikely to abandon it. It waa a matter 
of life or death to Chong ‘to, convey his 
visoners into the mandarin's hands at 

Panshan, ‘The Red Dragon tong had 
no mercy for ite agents who failed. 

‘Tho juniors listene: 

‘Tho “Chines wero ‘silent now; the 
angry voices had died away. It seemed 
that thoy wero gone, yet Wharton 
xealised that it was too good to be true. 

“Tako look’ outaldo,” “suggested 


Whatton modded, and clambored, up 
to the gap in tho round roof, by whic! 
tho bird had found passage. Ho put 
his head out of the opening, and a 
startled ory left his lips. T! 
fos, ‘with | gloaming, “slanting "eres, 
within a couple of fect of him, and he 
roalisod what tho silence of the enemy 
meant, One of the bandita had climbed 
tho outside of the pagoda, and had 
ched the gap, in tho topmost 
roof when Wharton discorored him. 
Another minute, and tho ruffian would 
Jive been leaping in on the juniors. 
Clutching tho roof, the Chinaman, » 
Jong knife botweon his teeth, glared’ at 
Wharton, and Wharton stared back, 
‘Doth of thom too startled for tho 
moment to move, ‘The next. second 


Wharton had 1d a loose tile from 
tho roof, and fiutled it in the face of 
tho bandit. 


‘There was & scream from the yellow 
man as ho rolled beok dowa the slant- 
ing roof. 

‘Choro’ was & rush through the air, = 
yoll of rago from below—a hideous 
thud! Loud and furious oame the yell 
of the watching enemy; but from the 
man who had crashed to tho earth 


thare came no cry. 
Chorry’ gently enough, 
prea oy 


SAY, you fellows!” 


‘THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
“« 
I “Yes, old son!” ssid Bob 
3y—aro thoy gone?” 


In the Night! 
“'T don’t know.” 
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attempt. 
_ Round the pagods darkness was fall. 
ing. In the west, the sun sank beyond 
the hilla towards’ Kwang-si end distant 
Yunnan. For the enemy, for long 
hours, had come no sound. 
‘Looking from the gap in the roof, the 
juniors hd been able to soo nothing of 
em. 


THE MAGNET 


iothing. If 
t 3 if they're watch 
ing for us to make @ break, wo may 
have a chance of dodging them in the 
dark. Not much of a chance; but it’s 
all we've gol" 

“True, © King !” murmured Bob. 

yh dear! I say, you fellowe—” 

Well, fathead 

“Ono ‘of you chaps go first, and sce 
whether they're about. If—if ‘they're 
still there, then tho other can stay with 


Ole my hat! anid Bob, 
bx at!” said re 
Obviously, Billy Buntor's fat thoughts 
me as usual, concentrated on his fat 


But tho suggestion seomed to Wharton 


Where had they gone? It seemed too ® good ono, and he thought it over. 
good to bo true; but if they were stillin “Look hore, that's not a bad ides, 
tho vicinity, they: were close in cover. Bob,” ho said. “I'll go first, and it 


Possibly they hoped to draw the foreign 
dovils out of tho pag an attempt 
at escape, But so long as a gleam of 
daylight lasted, tho Greyfriars fellows 
wero not likely to try that. 

For a long timo they, had net, heard 
the groans of the disabled bandit chief 
below.” Ho had crawled out of the 

godi, and gone. ‘Tin Bong, i 
Paythtro, was hidden in darkness, 

Minutes that seemed like hours, bours 
that seemed like weeks, crawled by, and 
‘the sun sank lower and lower. 

Several times, in the distance, the 
juniors had seen bluoclad” Chinese 
Peasants passing on the road. Some- 
times tho passersby had stared 
curiously towards tho ruined pagoda. 
But not ono bad approached it. Onoo 
Wharton saw a possing Chinaman 
gather his looso garments about him 
and break into a run, dissppearin 


rapidly in tho direction’ of the distant 
village," No’ Chinese was. likely to 
Approach @ spot where bandits “were 
gathered. 

‘There was no help for the beleaguered 
schoolboys, ‘Thoy knew that. But tho 
enemy lind ood driven ff, and they 
Still nouriahed's faint hope of cooeping 
‘after dark. It was all tho hopo that 
was left to them, and they mado the 
most of it, 

Darker end darker grew the land 
capo round. the anciest pagoda. th 
hills were lost in the night; the little 
red temple disappeared in shadow; the 
isst gleam of the sunsct dicd away, 

Overhead stars twinkled in a velvety 
sky. But darkness lay like a cloak on 
tho pagods and its surroundings. 

“I say, you follows, I'm hungry!” _ 

“Nover mind that, old bean,” said 
Bob Cherry comfortingly. 

Bunter blinked st him, his spectacles 
glimmering in the gloom. 

‘Hm getting famished "ho aid. 

“Keep a stiff uppor 4 

“Took here, ae ak es 
said ‘Bunter. peevishly. “Those bees 
fare gona! Let's got out!” 

Better wait a bit longer,” said Harry 

uietly, “Onco we're out of this w 
d if they’ro still henging about. 

groaned Bunter, 

For a long hour, in dense darkness, 
the juniors waited and listened. There 
was no sound from the enemy. 

Had they gone? Neither Rint dl 
Wharton nor Bob believed eo, thougl 
they hoped to. But there wad a faint 
chance that they had gone. It was. at 
fost nlite Catnemen to remein silent 
sor long. 

“We've got to chance it, whether 
they’re_gone or not!” said Harry. in a 
low voice. “We can’t stop here—they 
‘could starve us out!” 

Bunter contributed’ a faint groan. 

# Wo shouldn't have an earthy of got- 


ig avray, you're ki 
ot 


clear, I'll whistle, If they got mo 
you can h righan with roe ther 
chance may turn up. No lettix 
Shem bag'the lot of us it fo can bole 
i 

“Good egg” suid Bob. “But I'll go, 
old Been PS PONT 

io; think VU go—” 
“T think you won't! 


Wharton amil intly. 
“Toss up for it!” ho said. 
“That's fair!” agreed Bob. Ho 
roped in his pocket, and held out 
ands in the gloom. "There's a dollar 
which! If you'r 


fn ono hand—quow 
Fight, you go. “If you're wrong, 1 go." 

Whatton touched Bob's left Nad, und 
it opened, empty. 


Ko!” said Bol 
“I fay, don’t waste time, you know."” 
mumbled “Bunter. “I'm” fearfully 


a chance of getting 
ping’ mo hungry like 
fou don't soom to 


t ie 
think of that !"” 


Wharton and Bob made no reply to 
that obmervation. “Tk was no” cm for 


“Take care on the stai 
whispered Wharton, T) 
broken away, and tho girder 
ever they are, are wooden- 

You'll 
a cat.” 


They exchanged a grip of tho hend; 
and Bob Cherry swing himself down 
‘Vinierton stcained bi ter hi 

rion strained hie eyes after him, 
his heart thumping painfull 

‘The. staicway ean” dangerous 
enough ‘when the juniors had ascended 
it; but it was ten times more #0 now. 
Wharton felt his heart throb as there 


-and pre 
to climb down i 


was @ thud in the silent pagoda. But it 
was only a loose brick that had fallen. 

Inch by inch, foot by foot, testing 
hand-hold and ‘foothold with’ sodulous 


care, Bob Cherry lowered himself down 
the shattored stairway. ‘Twice he had 
to hang on by his hands to wooden 
supports that croaked and trembled. 
But his nerye was good, and he mado 
tho descent in cafety. Ho stood ot last 
among the heaps of rubble oh tho floor 
‘of the pagods, and a faint whistle told 
his chum abovo that ho was safe down, 

Wharton listened, with straining ears. 

‘The descent had been safoly mado; 
but it was only the beginning. If the 
enemy wore round the pagoda, watching 
—and the chances were, hundred to 
‘one that thoy wero—Bob’s chances were 
slim of getting through. Every second 
was a long-drawn agony to Wharton ax 
ho waited and listened. 

Ho regretted now that he had not 
gone with his chum. | Yot if 
fo a struggle, two were of lit 
uso than ono against the overwhelming 

(Continued on page 18.) 
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(Continued from page 16.) 


odds. His heart beat almost to suffoce- 
tion as ho listened. 

‘Miauto followed minute. Still silence! 

‘Then suddenly the ailence was broken 
by a yell—a shout—a sound of scuffling 
and struggling. 

Wherton growned, | ston 

@ chemy were not gone! ing, 

waiting, fo tho darkness, they had seized 
Bob as’ he sought to steal out of tho 
agods. "Prom tho darkness below came 
tho sound of ficroo struggling and 
punting. 


‘There waa a dismal equeak from Billy 
Banter. 
“They've got him! Oh dear! We're 


ane, red. 
ind Bunter groaned. 

Wharton, heedless of the fat junior, 
scrambled towards tbe. stops. His only 
ight. was to scramble down and join 
his comrade, now struggling in the grasp 
of the Chinks, 

But tho struggle ooased suddenly. 

From below came @ panting shout. 

“Look out! "re got me! Stick 
whore you are, Whartotstick it out, 
old man! You—" 

Bob's shout broke off suddenly, and 
Wharton knew that a hand had been 
clappod over his mouth. 

Thor was a scufling sound. Dob was 
boing dragged away by the Chineso. In 
tho blackness below, Wharton dotected 
moving shadows. Men wero in. tho 
pparods, scarching, for him, or watching 

for him to descend. Ho drew back from 
the stairway. 

In tho-darknoss his faco was white. 
Ho could not help his cqmrade; Bob 
was @ prisoner in many hands, 

Thero camo no furthor sound from 
Bob Cherry. Had thoy killed 
But it was not likely; it was a px 
that Caeae, Lo sought; and enraged 
nd yongeful as ho was, ho dared not 
nlay the Yorsign devil whom his master 
had ordered him to bring alive to the 
yamen at Panshan. Bob was a 
Brisoner, ‘and round the pagoda, in tho 
darknoss, the enemy atill lay, watching 
for tho othors. 

‘There was no escape! 

A, groan camo from Billy Bun 

“They've got him, Wharton !' 

“Yes said Harry, botweon 


his 


ope, old 
mon!” said Harry, though there’ was 
little enough hope in his own heart. 


A groan was Buntor's 
‘The long, long hours of the nigh! 
away. Bunter, at Inst, al 


‘Wharton's eyes’ did not close; 
dawn creeping up from the cast found 


him wakeful and haggard. 
‘THE RINTH CHAPTER, 
surrender! 
to 
D 5 
valley of “the Che tt 


ord 
Glimmered on the hillsides, 
ighted tho rolling river, dispersed the 
shadows of the ‘ricefelds. Te came 
linmering in through the, gaps and 
Filla in the foot ofthe old’ pagods, 
ringing Tight into the dep dusk thero, 
but no hope. 
nl¥patlga's facp was palo. ond haggard 
e gleam of dann? his eyes Reavy 
‘Tar Macxer Lamany—No. L164 


and desperate. Not a sound had come 
from tho Chinks du: the long hours 
since Bob Cherry been made & 
prisoner; but he knew that they wero 
still there—watching, waiting! Another 
day was coming—a day without hope! 
But even hope of escape would have 
beon of little comfort to Wharton; to 
0 without his comrade would have 
beart-breaking. And for Bob there 
was no escape. 
Many times during the night ho had 
been tempted 
desperate at 


ibid ‘hin "Banter wa ‘halolo, 
ind it was im, ‘i 
Baplom Owl ihe coula.” **° “°F Se 
To throw away his liberty or his life 
would effect ‘potting, whil he was free 


there was always a remote chanco of 


fortune turning up some 
favour. i 


‘card in his 
was with difficulty that 
‘of tho Remove remained 

listening wea: 
jing through 


et 


¥ 
fen 
tong 


He was glad when the dawn came, 
hopeless as it was, As the sun rose 
higher, in @ sky of cloudless blue, he 
put his hoad from the gap in the root 
above him, end stared round. In the 
clear air ho could see to a considerable 
distance on all sides. 


Far off the river gleamed, and boats Werd 


a with 
junk with strany 
i dover tun banks Nese 
was the village, and figures in blue 
cotton moved midget-like. On the road 
femants were tramping to labour, and 
ho saw glances turned on the pagoda, 
but no one approached. If tho local 
inhabitants knew that a gang of 
Chinose were assailing “forcign devils” 
there, they were not disposed to inter: 
vous,” Indeed, a whispor of plunder 
would probably have drawn scores of 
them to the spot to lend their aid. 
Wharton had no hope of help. His 
thoughts turned to Forrere Locke, but 
what could Locke do? He did not even 
‘know where the juniors were—though 
doubtless he guessed that thoy had been 
taken in the direction of Panshan. 
He thought of his frionds behind in 
Canton—Johnny Bull, “Hurree Jamset 
Ram Singh Freak ‘Nugent, his best 
chum, end littlo Wun Lang.” He knew 
that their hearts would be hoary with 
qnxiety, but they could not help him. 
No hope. of help—no hope of escape! 
Net he did not despair—rather his reso- 
jution hardened, to give the enemy all 
the trouble he could. ‘They might 
weary of their task during another long 
day—or, lawless ag the country W: 
somo “authority” might. intervene—and 
in enother night ho might escape with 
Bunter—and somchow got help to res- 
gue Bob. A stiff upper lip, @ resolve 
to Bight to the last gasp wes the British 
‘way; to yield to despair was un-English. 
Look ‘as he might, he could see no 
siga of the Chinks. ‘They were in cover 
‘and the wander- 


tempt 
into an estay to leave, tho pagole 
gto be diseprousted, 


and 
sat down wesrily. He did not think of 
avakening Bunter. The longer the Owl 
Of the Remove could slecp, the better. 

Ho wondored whether tho day wes to 
pass without & from the enemy. 
But @ fow hours after dawn there cams 
a call in the voice of Chong Lo, end 
it came from the outside of the build- 


ing. 
“Foreign devil! Lookeo!”” 


Pere, moving shining surface, 
" 


for the do 
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Harry Wharton put his head out of 
the gap, ia tho roof again, and looked, 
His bound et the sight of 


and mek 
the eyes of his chum. Round him atood 
more thane dozen Chinese—Chong’s 
eng. bad increased in umber. Some 
Of them looked like bandits, other's like 
ordinary coolies, all, evidently, were 
under the orders of Chong. ‘Tim Bong 
‘was not to bo seen among thera. 

They etared up at Wharton, grinning, 
Only Chong’s soarred face wore no grin, 
but en expression of agvago earnestness, 

{“Bersiga devil! Lookes along youl 
sind hone’ voi, smth cone Pig, 

ia English, learly uy 
Whacton "Wo maitee 20 iby 5 matt 

poses you no comey down, this feller 
kite.” 


Wharton caught bis broath, 

“Stick it out, old boy!” Bob Cherry's 
voice rang loud end clear. “Let them 
ike~stiok it out 

Chong, with the back of his hand, 
struck “the bound junior across tho 


i 


mouth. 

“You no talkee!” he snarled. 

Wharton felt his heart contract. If 

ho got a chanco at that yellow 

brute, ho should repent that blow. 

Ata sign from Chong two of tho 
Chinks seized Bob and bent him for- 

holding. him with, hie hoad down, 

Another of the gang lifted = sword, 
‘the blade catching the sun like a-gleam 
of light. Tho curved edge was raised 
over Bob Cherry's neck. 

Wharton hardly broathed. 
that vietims were deopi- 
ws, and in utter horror he 
dreaded to seo his chum's hoad roll 
under the stroke, as tho heads of 
wretched criminals rolled on ‘the Execu- 
tion Ground at Canton. Earth and sky 
swam round Wharton for the moment. 

But. tho blow did not fall. ‘Tho 
gleaming curved sword remained gus- 
pended over Bob's bent neck. And 
Chong’s evil eyes wero turned up to- 
wards Wharton. 

“You soo, little foreign devil!” he 
anazled. 5 

Wharton saw the quiver that ran 


‘through Bob Cherry, but it was only for 
‘@ second. ‘Then Bob stood as atill axa 
statue. Ho could not spoak in; one 


of the rufians who held him had o 
hand over his mouth, 

“We waiteo no mole!” camo Chong’s 
voice. “You comey down, you foloign. 
devil, or you see head cutee off.”” 

‘Wharton was vory till, 

Wes the, yellow demon in oarnest? 
‘That tho villain would kill his prisoner 
without the slightest tion, he 
well know. | The death, of  “ foreign 
devil” would not lie ‘heavily on the 
eontoience of Chong Lo—if the, scarred 
man indulged in the luxury of @ con- 


scignce at all é 
hat Wharton bad relied on wes tho 
knowledge that the Mandarin Tong 
Wang had ordered his men to bring 
tho prisoners alive to his yamen et 
Pan. Ho know that the mandarin 

draw Ferrers Looke to that 
s schoolboy prisoners wore 


game. 

For that reason—perhaps, for others, 
toohe desired to get the juniors alive 
into his at Pan-shan. But as 
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Screaming with rage Hung elutebed at Wharton’s throat. Then_as his lips were almost within touch of the Junior's 


r, he whispered one word in 


the cirved sword gleamed over the bent 
nock of Bob Cherry, Wharton realised 
with a shudder that he was depending 
on a vory frail roed. 

Chong’s savage faco was earnost 
enough, So far as he was concerned 
ho, would have been glad to 
dor to strike. Dared he slay 
ord ike. Dated he al 
‘onor? 

Frozen with horror and dread—dread 
for his chum—Wharton ‘stood silent, 
watching, head and shoulders out of the 
8p in the pagoda roof—his heart beat- 
Ing to, sufocation, 

Ch ey6s never left his face. 

It scomed as if the 


fie 


¢ 
Pi 


earnest. : 

Sooner or later, hunger and thirst 
would deliver inte Chong’s hands the 
two juniors in the tower. It was only 
fg inatter of pationce and waiting. And 
for that wonry. waiting Bob Cherry's 
life would pay in advance, i 

Wharton’ felt, shudderingly, thet it 
was his comrades death he was to look 
upon in the bright sunlight; that, or 
surrondor. 

Bob made e sudden movement. For 
4 moment he froed his mouth from 
ho grasping hand, and Wharion beard 

ig voice again. 

“Don't! Stick it out.” 


Ho was silenced again tho next 
moment. 

. Chong’s eyes glittored up, evil, slant- 
ing eyes, snakelike, malicious, unpity- 
ing. 

“You comey ?” he jeered. 

Wharton tried to think. ’ 

Thero was a movement beside hin, 
and a bullet head and a fat face 
adored by a largo pair of spectacles, 
was put out of the gap in tho pagoda 
root. 

Billy Bunter blinked down at the 
scone below. 

His fat face was white, his cyes almost 
Dulged through his spectacles at. the 
sight of Bob Chetry’ with his bent 
neck under the sword of the executioner. 

“TI say——” he stuttered. 

“You comey?" Chong’s voico rang 
from below. “Me tinkee plenty talkeo! 
You comee, or cuttes off head 

Bunter grasped Wharton's erm. 
[I say, better chuck it,” ho mum- 
|. “We can’t get away, anyhow— 
there ain't @ dog’s chance.” And those 
beasts will give us some grub, at least.” 

Wharton Tooked at hiss. 

'm frightfully hungry!” said Bun- 
for, Cg,cam stick i out here, auch 
longer! ‘They'll get us, and—" 
Chong Lo faised his hand. 

“Fou speakeo?” he called out. 


‘egainst the grai 
there, in the long run, of escape? 
he knew now that the esvage Chink 
‘was in carnest—Bob Cherry was within 
a hair's breadth of death. ‘To save the 
fa, of is, chum she waffan wh 

jong made a sign to the raffian who 
held the sword. There seas a glean in 
the sunlight as the blade moved. 


English : “Courage 1” 


A hoarss ery broko from Wharton's 
ary throat, 

* Stop!” 

Chong looked up, an evil grin on his 
yellow face. 
in 1 Sige!” Panted Wharton, 
in}, We surrender! Stop!” 

The dio was cast! 


THE TENTH CHAPTER, 
‘Hung, the Son of Shing! 
B= BUNTER, on tho whole, 


“We give 


‘was rathor gind of tho change. 
In the old pagoda he hed boon 
hungry=and mot merely hungry, 

but famished. Ho had realised. with 

awful clearness the feolings of peoplo in 

‘an open boat at soa. But in tho palan- 

quin that swung along the road over 

tho hills thero was a. bow! of rico—and 
other things~on Bunter’s fat kneos, and 

Bunter way sting happily. 

The change, in Bunter’s opinion, was 
ever, so much for tho better. What 
awaited the prisoners at ang Wang's 
city in Kwang-si was not, for the time, 
in Bunter's thoughts. Chong, at least, 
was, feeding his prisoners, and that, (oF 
tho moment, was, in Binter's estima. 
tion, the. ona. thing needful. And 
Bunter, dismissing other matters, from 
his fat’ mind, stuffed, and beamed over 
his provender. 

Harry Wharton and Rob Cherry wero 
far from beaming. ‘They had eaten, 
and had been glad to oat, and now their 
hands were bound again. Bunter was 
left with ono fat paw frco to finish his 
meal, and Chong fooked into the palsn- 

in ‘ogeasionally to seo whether he had 

Snishod—nct that ‘Bunter was likely to 

Gnish while anything eatable remained, 
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Four coottes carried the palanquin; 
and before and behind it a number of 

narched, all of them armed. ‘The 
of the bandits had very nearly 
Jost. Chong his prisoners, end he was 
taking ‘no more Fisks on the journey to 
Pan-shaw, During the long delay at the 
pagoda Chong had evidently sent mes- 
scngers, for more than a score of mon 
were now in the party—members, as tho 
juniors guessed, of the Red Dragon 
‘ong. Chong Lo was now strong enough 
to resist any gang of bandits that might 
haunt tho road into Kwang-si, 

‘or the Groyfriare fellows the game 
was up! ‘They had made a gallant 
fight for their freedom, but fortune had 
gono against them. Once more they 
Were on the road to Pan-shan—on the 
Way fo delivery inte the hands of the 
mandarin, 

If they had gaiped anything, it was 
that Verrers Locks. tmed been given 
timo to act, And that was something. 
y wore assured that Ferrers Locke 
was at work; that anything that could 
he done for their rescue was being done 
by the Boker Strect detective. — And 
thoie scape frora Chong had delayed 


the journey to Pan-shan by a day and 
i halt. What, at least, gave Ferrers 
Locke time. 


What could Locke dot They could 
not tell; but, at least, they were sure 
hut ho’ waa not idle. inly he 
Id_not remain at Canton and leave 
0 to dio at Pan-shan. 


‘Thay could act tl 
ey could 

Many pooplo were on tho road 
sometimes a traveller carried in a 


ince of Kwang-si. 


red_on tho road, and their officer 
ordered tho party to halt; and the 
juniors, pocring out of the curtains of 
the palanguin, wondered whethor this 
meant trouble. Soldiering and brigand- 
age aro very near akin in China. 
“Dhore was a long jabber in Chinose 


betweon and tho Chinese officer, 
‘The latter pulled aside tho curtains of 
tho palanguin and. stared the 
“foreign devils,” and then 


with his men. ‘The soldiers disappeared 


down the road, and the palanquin swung 
onward. And’a dozen or more 0 
who had bolted out of sight when the 


soldiors appeared came back to the road 
‘and resumed their way. Any wretched 
Peasant who fell in the f Chinese 
soldiers on the march was liable to be 

ized and foroed to carry beeEsee. 

jerry gave 8 grunt 

“I thought for a winute thet that 
soldior chap was going to butt in,” he 
remarked, “No luck 

i ison 


pon’, force, could effect nothing Hi 
wat Tang Wang. In his own city in 
intoriot he was al ut 
Forres Locks was a master of strategy: 
An 
f ima 
Tt was their only hops. 
Mile aftor milo passed under tho “Prime!” said Bunter, 
tramping feet. of the coolies. Every “What?” 
now and then the bearers of tho palan- “Splendid 1” . 
quin wero changed. Bosido tho score “What's splendi frabjous so?" 
‘of armed mon who now formod Chong’s “This grub” said Bunter, "The 


guard, thoro wor 
coli the pay. a 

‘Thoy were out of the hills now and 
following a highway that ran between 
grout plains rich with rice. The iaien 
Sondered whether they had now feft the 
provinco of Kwang-lung behind and 


more than a dozen 


the 
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Bunter’s arms were bound again. 
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Bunter grunted and settled down im 


the palanguin. 
“After all, matters might bo worse”: 
he remarked. 


“How's that, fathead?” 
“Well, they’ might be making us 
walk, you ka 
Bunter closed his eyes and opened his 
mouth. A gentle snore proceeded from 
him. “Fortunately, the uncertain pro- 
spect ahead did not keop Buntor from 
sleeping. ‘Tho palanquin swung on, to 
the accompaniment of rumbling snore. 
Ie was hot; brilliant sunshino 
atreamed down ‘on the road and the 
rice-fields. Ono of the curtains of the 
pslanquin was lef open, possibly to 
Chong to Keep an eye on tho 
iors within, Chong walking with 
ireless legs beside tho vehicle, Since 
his narrow escape of losing his prisoners 
Chong Lo had been as watehful es 
cal 


‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob. 
Thi ‘® jolly old scarecrow, if you 


‘On tho road ahend the tattered figuro 
of @ Chineso beggar-man appeared, and 
he had looked round at tho approaching 
party and stopped. 

i@ juniors saw a wrinkled, gaunt, 
yellow ‘face; a gaunt figuro in a tat- 
tered blue gown, with bare foot. 

They had seen a good tany mondi- 
cants in China, but never one moro 
wrinkled and tattered and misorable- 


looking. 

Had their hands boon free, and had 

any money been left in their postossion, 
would certainly havo a few 

dollars into the begging-bow! which tho 

old man was holding out. 

‘With bowed head and extonded bow, 
tho beggar waited for the palanquin t6 
come up. His whining, sing-song voice 
was hoard as they approsohed. 

“0 generous ones, Eavo pity on tho 
poor!” Give of your compsssion to 
Hung, the son of Shing, who has 
travelled far distances, even from the 
Great Wall in the north, to sock food 
at the hands of tho open-hoartod and 
Generous poople of Kwang. 

Chinese, and the 

poe understood nothing of them. 

‘of the party grinned, and one of 

‘the armed mon toased a few copper cath 
into the begging-bow!. 

A torrent of thanks burst from tho 
He called down the bless- 
‘and moon upon the 


ide, O fool!’ rapped out 
Chong Lo, "Will you delay us to listen 
to your voice of a hawk?” 

‘The beggar-man looked at him and 
kow.towed to the ground, touching ‘the 
earth with his fordbend, 

“0 groat and magnificent one, deign 
to permit this humble worm to crawl 
t your feet, Give of your compassion 
to Hung, the beggar who hae travelled 
many weary li from far Shantung, and 
pormit him to crawl in the shadow of 
your magnificence.” 

was not in» com: 
fe spurned the old 

Eogeer ant with his foot. 
‘Kway, old fool "he snapped, 

‘Hung, tho son of Shing, picked him- 
self up, under the grinning and jeering 
of the whole party. 

‘He seemed about to back away; and 


then his eyes fixed on the faces of Whar- 
ton and Bob Cherry, staring from the 
palanquin. 


‘A sudden change camo over his face. 

‘Tho wrinkled visage seemed convulsed 
with fury and hate, and the sunken eyes 
under the shaggy brows blazed. 

“You carry foreign devils!” he 
howled. 
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Ho pointed with » shaking Gnger at 
the prisoners in the palanquis. 

“Peace, old men!” said Chong. 
“The foreign devils are prisoners, who 
go to torture and death! Stand aside!” 

‘The old man did not heed him. 

Dropping his begging-bowl, careless 
of the copper cash that scattered in the 
road, he made a spring at tho palan- 
‘and grasped Wharton by tho 
. 


So sudden was the action that no 
hand ‘was raised to. stop him, and 
Wharton, with his arms bound, could 
make no resistance. 

‘Tho beggar was screaming with rage. 

Hatred of the foreign devils seemed 
to be boiling over within hims he jab- 
berod and yelled with fury as’ ho 
clutched tho junior’s throat. 

Chong stared blankly, and there was 
@ laugh from some of Tie men, Hatred 
‘of foreigners was a feeling with which 
they sympathized, 

Hung, the son of Shing, forced the 
helpless’ junior backwards, his wriakled 
face close. Wharton, helpless to rosist, 
looked for instant death, as the fierce 
eves glared into his and the savage faco 
almost touched his own. 

‘Then, with tho lips of Hung within 
touch of his ear, the Chi 
man whispered one word, in Eng! 

“Courage !” 

‘Tho next moment Hung was 
by Chong’s powerful hand, an 
aside, 

He, staggered, 
length in the road. 

Tho palanquin swung on, leaving him 
sprawling. Harry Wharton, lay. back 
in tho palanquin, gasping for breatb, his 


rasped 
tung 
full 


and sprawled 


{aco white, his eres staring. For the 
voice ‘of tho Chinese boggar-mag. that 
had whispered one word in his ear, was 
the voice of Ferrers Locke. 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER, 
In a Chinese Inn 1 


ERRERS LOCKE! 
‘He knew it; though he could 


hardly believe it. Hung, the 
tattered beggar-man, was the 
Baker Street detective, ina disguise 
that Wharton would never have 


dreamed of penetrating. 

He panted for breath. 

Bob Cherry had not heard tho 
whisper, Only Wharton had “heard it, 
and he sat dazed with astonishment, 
Bob put his head out of the palanquin, 
‘and looked back. 

‘Tho beggar-man had picked himself 
up and picked up his bowl, and was 
carefully gathering the scattered coppor 
ash in it, 

Having gathered up the coins he 
rewumed his way, doddering slong 
‘@ considerable distance behind the 
cavalcade, 

“Pretty ferocious old Chink!” said 
Bob. “Did he hurt you, old man?” 

Wharton shook his head. 


Savago and ferocious, as tho clutch of 


Hung on his throat had seemed, it was 
poly im seeming. That ferocious attack 
had, ag Wharton realised, been the only 
way of getting near enough to him to 
whisper without rousing the suspicions 
of his captors. 
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Ferrers Locke! Even yet, with the 
whispered word “Courage!” still linger- 
ing in his ear, Wharton could hardly 
credit it. 

Chong looked into the palanquin, with 


ce ow 
savvy!” he remarked. ‘leat 
lord "Tang Wang no you 
plisoner, mo lettee ole beegar-man killy 


And Chong stepped back and tramped 

Evidently there was not the faintest 
suspicion in the mind of tho scarred 
Chinaman. 

Wharton cat silent, breathing hard, 
Far back down tho toad tho tattered 
beggar was following. 

Bob looked at, his chum curiously. 

“Suro he didn’t hurt you, old bean 2” 

a Qtite ing rath 

“You're looking rather queer.” 

“Tes all right.” 

‘There was danger of being ovorhoard, 
and Wharton dared not tell his co 
de what ho had learned. Ho waited 


for an opportunity. 
It was some timo before Chong left 
the side of tho palanquin, going on to 
speak to some of tho men'who marched 
ahead, 
‘This was Wharton's chance; and ho 
bont forward towards Bob. 


man—' 
ter. 


“It's Forres Locke!” 
(Continued on next page, 
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Bob Chorty gave a jump. 
Wharton. eamal back again. Cliong 
seas dropping back to his placo beside 
tho palanquin; his eye was never off 
tho prisoners for long. 

Bob stared blankly at Wharton. 

“My only hat!” ho breathed. 

Chong’s eyes wore on tho prisoners, 
and Wharton wriggled his neck, as if 
in pain, Chong Lo grinned. If the 
grasp of tho old beggar who so hated 
foreign devils liad hurt the prisoner, it 

not worry Chong Lo. And Wharton 

jd not want him to guess that that 
fierce clutch on his throat had not hurt 
him of all 

‘Tho beggar man was trailing at e 
Aistanco behind the.palanquin. He had 
beon, apparently, heading for Pan-shan 
when tho party passed him, ‘There was 
nothing to excite suspicion in his follow. 
ing on. But if suspicion were once 
excited the Baker Street detective would 
bo cut to pieces or carried a prisoner 
to Panshan with the jun . 

Locko had no chance in’ a conflict 
with the numerous gang that guarded 
the palanquin. And Wharton, after ono 
glance, resisted tho tomptation to look 
‘out again. ‘Tho sooner he appeared to 
tho existence of Hung, the son 
tho, better. : 
orry's exes wero dancing. 
sat |” ho repeated. 


I suppose those 
sive us something 


to seins LaRy) you vink 1” 
chon ne 
SUE sald. Bunter, “Wanteo 


sty 
water, savey 2” 7 

“No dlinkeo fol foloign devil !" jeored 
Chong, and ho tramped on without 
hocding Bunter further. 

Bunter groaned 

“Tsay, you fellows—” 

“Go to sloop ogain, old fat bean!” 
suggosted Rob Cherry. 

‘Tho advico was good; and Bunter, 
fortunately, was always ablo to sleop. 
‘After a few dismal groans he snored 
‘oneo moro, 


Wharton and Dob. Cherry had not 


rear. 
‘They Jonged to look. out snd sce 
swhotlice ho ‘rag still in sight; But they 
wero very careful not todo so. Tt was 
certain that Locke would not lose sight 
of them, and it was vory needful to do 
nothing’ that might draw the special 
attention of their captors upon Hung, 
tha son of Shing. 

‘Onward tho journey went towards the 

hadows lengthened over 
night was at hand. 

‘Tho juniors had wondered whether 
they would reach Pan-shan before night. 
Apparently, howover, tho city was still 
fur off. ‘They were not sorry for that, 
‘They were very far from keen to find 
thomselves under the cruel, mocking 
eyes of ‘Tang Wang and to hear the 
Rates of Panshan closo behind them. 

In the deepening dusk the party 
halted at last. 

“Somo sort of an inn!" said Bob 
Ghorre, looking out ia the falling 
shadows. 
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High square walls enclosing perhay 
a quarter of an acto stood grim by the 
roadside. In front wero hugo gates of 
timber, roofed in tho Chineso way. ‘The 
‘The gates were swung wide open now, 
and travellers with donkeys and camels 
were passing in. 

‘That thoy were now in Kwang-si, and 
in the region where Tang Wang’s in- 
fluence was powerful, tho juniors could 
guess, for Chong Lo marched his party 
into the inn enclosure like an ordinary 
traveller, careless of the curious eyes 
turned on the palanquin. Near to 
Canton, Chong had not ventured to let 
it bo scen that ho was carrying. of 
prisoners. Now he was in a province 
Where he had nothing to fear. 

Many of the travellers in the inn yard 
saluted Chong with deep respect." Ho 
was ovidently recognised as a man in 
the service of tho powerful mandarin. 

‘Tho inu-keeper kow-towed before him, 
slmost wriggling in the dust at his feot, 
announcing hig joy that 20 maguifcent 
a: personage should deign to the 
light of bis presenco on #0 poor a 


hovel. 

‘The three juniors were taken out of 
the palanquin. 

‘Their arms wero unbound, and in the 
dusk of tho enclosure they wero the 
ate of s hundred pairs of curious 
staring eyes. 

‘On ‘ne or two yellow 
thought they detected signs of com: 
miseration; but in general the looks 
of tho Chinese were mocking and jeer- 
ing—few seemed to have any pity to 
‘wasto on foreign dovile. 

Probably, however, there were « good 
many who felt compsssion for the hapless 


faces they dj 
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“Folelgn dovil, no likeet” he asked. 

“Can't say I'm gone on it,” ssid Bob. 
“ve seen cleaner places than this in 
my time” ‘. 
ont good nuff foleign devil,” ssid 
chong. 

Leaving two of bis armed mon on 
guard at the door, the scarred Chineo 
stalked away. Ho went towards the 
No. 1 room, which was ‘eppacentiy to 
be placed at the disposal of the sorvant 
of the mandarin. 

Billy Bunter sat down on the kang 
and groaned. 

“Tsay, you fellows, thia is beastly.” 

Wharton and Bob did not heed Bunter. 
They were looking out of the open door- 
way on the big dusky courtyard. A 


tattered figure bad appeared in the 
with a whin- 


great gatemay of tho ins, 
fog voice and «begging! 

‘Sue or 199. ogi 
copper ash into the 
servants raised no objection to the 
beggar limping into the courtyard. 
There was no cell for him, but he was 
welcome to curl himself up on his mat 
in @ corner of the courtyard and sleop 
in the open air, safe from thieves and 
robbers for the ‘night ‘The juniors 
could seo two or three other such 
tattered figures scattered about. 

But for hat whispered’ word in, the 
palanguin thoy” would novor hav 
roamed that this tattered mendicant 
Was any different from the rest. 

‘They know him again at once, but 
search with their oyes as they might, 
they could detoct no sign of a white 
men iad fete, Cees di eg 1y 

ung, the on of Shing, came alow 
elon long Fow of aly ith bogging. 
and wi 


risoners, but dared not give of ing voice. As 
it for fear of the powerful mar un Soares the tro jurors scanned | ie more 
Bo Relly, fort of show, murmured closoly in the failing light; but 


hho looked abont him. 
Te’ was tho juniors’ first experience of 
8 Chincso inn. 
Tho front Ww 


inside, “stables. exten 
courtyard, and many 
occupied by asses al On the 
other side was a row of small rooms, 
fr, rather, colls, which were the apart- 
monts for the occupation of 
tho back was « separate building, calied 


the No. 1. room, reserved for 
specially distinguished guests—lordly 
Rersonages whom the innkeeper 


dolighted to honour. 
‘Tho No. 1 room was not for tho 
foreign dovils. They were led al 


the row of cells, and a door was opened, 


ind they were’ pushed 
“Oh, my bat! 
Bunior groaned. 
Beggars could not be choosers, and 
prisoners could not expect lururious 
Quarters. But the rooms of = country 
inn in China were rather tho limit, 
fom the point of view of the Greyfriars 
fellows. 

'Tho coll was small. ‘The foor was 
of bero earth, stamped hard; the fus 
turo a rickoty tablo and two or threo 
rickety chairs of bamboo; tho bed was 

Kang— ‘2 raised. platform, 
length of dirty mattiog thrown 


‘Had the juniors been ordinary guests 


instead of prisoners, their accommoda- 
tion would have been the same—that is, 
unless they could have afforded to 


engas the No. 1 room, which was 
Perheps one degree better’ and cleaner. 
Tho cell. was dizty,  stufly, evil 
amellings it it’ was over clsaned it 
showed few signs of it. 
‘The looks om the juniors’ faces brought 
ae to the sour and savage visage of 
Nong 


ests. At hi 


was inese to the eye—oven tt 
boomed to slant. ‘They wero aware that 
Hung was scoking not alms but informa 
tion oftheir mboreabodts end Bob 
Chor: 

Chorey suddenly’ ogen to speak ins 


ou 
“I'm jolly hungry, Wharton! I sup: 
foun Sabres peas te Wa ee havea 


su ‘é 

‘The boggar’s face was turned towards 

the cell, and they know that he had 
gard Bob's voice. 
‘This timo, however, Hung did not 
seem to hoed the foreign devils. He 
furned away and spreed ‘his ragged 
sleeping-mat under  banyan-tree it 
grew in the courtyard, and laid down. 

Wharton's eyes mot "a. 

Looke knew whera they wero now, and 
‘was Tying, in affected slumber, Jers 
than twenty foot ar T 
folt their hearts beat. ‘Tho nigl 


juniors 
twas 


before them; not till dawn would tho 
journey to Panshan be resumed. They 
warded; but Forrera Locke was 

‘The night was not likely to 


brought bowls of rice and a pitcher of 
water for the weary juniors. “Tho food 
and water wero placed inside the room; 
then the door was closed, On the door 


was no fastoning, but they heard the 
two guards eproad sloeping-mats and 
lio down bofore it. Tt was impossible 
to attempt to leave the coll without 
awakening them. 
They ate their pre: and shared the 
itcher of water. Billy Bunter blinked 
discontentedly at the kang. 

ST euppose they call this « bed in 
China!” grunted, 

All the bod ther je" aid Harry, 

“Well, Teupposo T'vo got to put up 
Lae it, What are you fellows going 
to do’ 

Without waiting for an answer to that 
‘question Bunter stretched himself on tho 
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kang, pillowed his head cn bis arm, and 
went’ to alcep. 

Wharton and Bob exchanged « grin. 

‘Ass matter of fact, they were not 
thinking of sleoping that night. The 
Owl of the Remove was welcome to the 
bed, such as it was. 

‘They sat down-on the creaking chai 
loaning back’ ageinst the. wall, am 
waited. Slowly the hubbub in the great 
pourtyard of the inn died away. The 
braying of donkeys, tho snarling of 
camels, the endless ‘cackle “of Chinese 
voices, were silent—or almost silent—at 
last. The great gates were shut and 
barred and obai for fear of robber: 
a 


Ferrers Locke to the 


Rescue ! 
UNG, the. son 
H of Shing, 
raised his head 
from his 
leeping = mat and 
Tooked round him in 
tho shadowy starlight 
of tho great courtyard. 
Nothing escaped the 
Xeon, searching eyes 
that,’ from the detoo- 


tive’s akilful make-up, 
Jooked old and sunken 
and slanting. 
Slowly Ferrors Locke 
raised himtolf to his 
fect. 
orca 
0 
Yan, in-deep shadow, 
watching and listeni 


Sounds of » restless 


direction of the long 
Tino of stables that 
filled one wall of tho 
court — sounds — from 
some hapless donkey 
‘gver-driven and over- 


beaten. ‘Thore was 
little other sound in 
the silence of the 
night, 

Dotted along the 


courtyard, on mats, 
‘were many sleepers, who preferred the 
‘open air of & summer night to the stuffy 
gells, or who could not afford to pay 
for the rooms. Across tho doorway of 
the prisoners’ cell two armed men lay 
in slumber. A score or more of Chong’s 
men were scattered about, Chong, bim- 
olf sleeping in the No, ‘1 building « 
seore of yards away. High walls sur- 
rounded the: court, and tho great gates 
were secured for, the night, and could 
not be opened without a clangour that 
would have alarmed tho whole establish- 
ment. ‘Tho task before the Baker Street 
detective was not en easy one. 


Ferrers Locke's nerve was like iron, 
his brain liko ice. Never had he been 
cooler or more collected. But he knew 
that the rescue of the prisoners was a 
desperate chance—that ‘everything was 
against him, Under tho tattered blue 
gown wes his automatic and a razor- 
edged sheathknife, He was prepared to 


tse cither without the slightest hesta- 
tidh. But if it came to it the odds 
were too overwhelming. 

‘Yet the Beker Street detective had 
some cause for satisfaction. He was, at 
Teast, in touch with the kidnapped 
rag: et that xe at the bees: 

in his disguise as Hung, ar, 
Locke had haunted the ‘roads out of 
Kwang-tung leading im the direction 
of Pan-shan. Us c he had asked 
many questions and pieked up informa- 


tion. “His knowledge af the Chineso 
tongue was equal to the test, for by 
calling. bimse 


‘& man of the 
he for 


north, 

from Shi 
fier of the 
North 


ite 


ae 


{yl 
Tide Sra 


WZ 


and South Chins differs very widely—i 
fect, many northorners and southerners 
are’ quite incomprehensible to ono 

wher. Any error of spoech, there: 
fore, was fully explained by Hung being 
native of Shuntung, a provinces many 
a long hundred miles from Kwang- 
tung. 

No one had suspected him, or dreamed 
of suspecting him. Even the Greyfriars 
juniors would not have imagined for a 
moment that he was anything but what 
he seemed, but. for that whispered word 
in the palanquin. 

Not for an instant had it crossed the 
mind of Chong Lo, that there might be 
fan encmy at und? now that he was in 
his own province of Kwang-si, amiong @ 
population who lived in fear of tho 
power of Tang Wang. 

Locko had watched, listened, inquired, 
along the road that led to Pan-shan, 
hoping to como upon Chong and tho 


3 


Prisoners before they reached ‘Tang 
Wang’s yamen at the inland eity. Once 
they were within the gates of Pan-shan, 
his task would have been infinitely 
more difficult. 

Ho ad picked up fragment of 
information here and thero;, on, the 
Canton side of the hills. He had been 
fairly certain of the road that Chong 
was following, and that ho was convey- 
ing his prisoners in a patanquin. But 
he had lost all trace of them at, lasts 
and concluded that they had made the 
best of their start, and were far abcad 
of him, Tt was « startling surprito 
him, when he encountered the palanqui 
on the road. ing evidently 
delayed Chong’s journay to tho west, 


“Ow! Help 1” gasped Bunter, clinging desperately to the wall,‘ Help me up, you fellows 1” 
A shove from behind helped the fat junior up in the nick of 


ime. 


though Locke could not guess what it 
was, 

Whatever it was, it had given tho 
Baker Street detective the chance he 
longed for; of attempting the rescue of 
the prisoners before the gates of Pan- 
shan closed behind them, 

Difficult as his task now wns, it was 
easy, compared with what it would have 
been, had, the juniors been within the 
walls of tho mandarin's yamen, 

He had his chance now; his last 
chance, for on the morrow Chong would 
reach Panshan. Once they were there, 
oven Ferrers Locke doubted whothor be 
could save them. 
he detective moved out of the 
shadow of the banyan at last. He 
moved slowly along the courtyard, pick 
ing with a ‘stick among tho heaps of 
refuse and garbage, occasionally 
snatching up somo fragment, and 
placing it in his pouch. ‘That was a 

‘Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,184. 


4 


customary occupation of s Chinese 

Beggar; and any sleepers eyo that 
‘opened’ and fell on him, saw nothing 
suspicious in the movement of Hung. 

‘ike u scavenger, he moved across 
towards the coll where tho Greyfriars 
juniors were shut in. 

their mints, outside the door, two 

Chi Iny slecping, bared swords by 
their sides,” Near the door was tho only 
window of the room; made, like most 
~Chinezo windows, of oiled paper. Glass 
windows wero ‘far too expensive a 
Iuxury for a country inn in Kwang-si 

Locke stood for s long minute, mo- 
tiontess; listening to the steady breath- 
ing of tho sleepers. Oe es 

‘Then the keen edge of his knife glided 
over tho paper in the window, cutting 
Jong slit, without a sound." 

He heard a quick breath within, 

The keen knife slitted again, and 
there was an opening. Without 2 
sound, the detective cut the paper from 
‘tho window, and laid it gently on the 
ground, 

‘Tho Chinese on the mats still slept 
undisturbed. A tearing of the paper 
window from within would have awak- 
‘ened them fast enough. But the keen 
Knife had made no sound. 

In the darkness within the room, 
Ferrers Locke discerned two pairs ot 
bright eves. Wharton and Bob Cherry 
wero wido awake, and on’ the watch, 
He had expected’ that; as he bad 
erpeelta: to hear the rumbling snore of 
Billy Bunter, 

Bunter, stretched on tho kang, 
peacefully. Wharton and Bob et 
Within tho little window, silent, 

‘The detccti head’ and shoulders 
wero a black silhouette against tho 
dinness of the ‘night. But they knew 
who it was—who it must bo, ‘They did 
not speak; waiting for Ferrers Locke. 

But for long moments, there was 
silenco, "Locks was listening to tho 
breathing of the two Chinese sleeping 
‘only a yard from his foot, 

‘Choy slept on undisturbed, 

‘Tho faintest of whispers, at last, 
reached tho ears of tho two juniors. 
‘hey ateained their hearing to eatch tho 
whispered words, Thoy could hear tho 
breathing of the guards outside the door, 
and lorstood only too well that an 
i tious sound might ruin all. 


iet_ready |" 
We're ready” breathed Wharton. 
Waken Bunter—as quietly as possi- 
ble! All depends on silence.” 

“T understand. 

“You will squcezo through the win- 
dow, as quietly as you cau. If th 
guazds awaken, leave them to me.” 

“Yes” breathed Harry. 

“If you miss mo in tho dark, mako 
for the corner of tho courtyard—on tho 
leftshand sido of the great gate.” 


nored 
yd just 


In ‘that, comer, the wall can bo 
climbed without much difficulty, It is 
eight feet high; but thero are broken 
bricks. Tam not with you, climb 
over the, ittant sow got there.” 

atthe, 


“Once in the rond, cut across to a 
clump, of trees on the other side, and 
stop there till I join you. I may have 
to, cover, your retreat! 


“Lose no time!” 

One of the slecping Chinese stirred a 
little, Ferrers Locke vanished into the 
darkness. “ 

‘Tt was indeed time for caution. The 
slightest sound and they would be dis. 
covered and their lost chance of escape 
gone. Four lives were at stake in what 
happencd during the next few minutes! 

ue Macser Liszanr—No, 1,184 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER: 
At the Last Moment 


ARRY WHARTON and 
Cherry, stood, 
of the little évil-smelling room, 

: their hearts thumping. — Locks 
had vanished; and the Chink who had 
stirred had. settled down again. It 
seemed to the juniors, for 
that the throbbing o! hearts was 
loud cnough to awaken the guards. But 
they calmed themselves. 

pageke kiad vanished; but ho was at 


Bob 


vas there to deal with 
wakened. 


brow. 
Ho moved towards the kang, whe 


Billy Bunter 


soundly, amoring a 
peacefully as if he were back in’ the 
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars. 


His first 


ceeding. was to place his 
hand over 


junter’s mouth, 


Tt was well that he did so, for that ;, 


capacious mouth opened for a startled 
Gasp, as Bunter awakened. 

Whatton pressed hard, and the gas 
was stifled. Only a faint “groogh | 
emanated from William Geosge Buate 

His eyes blinked up at Wharton 
startled terror. ‘The in of the 
Remoro whispered into a fat ear, 


Quiot !” 
Bunter rigeled impatienty, Hi 
ht on awakening, and feeli 


first 
& grasp over his mouth, was that be 
Was in tho hands of a Chineso bandit. 
Ho glared up at Wharton, as he 
realised that it was only the captain of 
tho Remove who was disturbing him. 

He tricd to speak; but tho pressure 
of the hand on his mouth silenced him 
‘effectually. Wharton whispered again, 

“Not a sound! Quick, if you want to 
sayo your life.” 

faintly 


““Mromomm |” 
Bunter. ° 

“Ferrers Locke is here to help us. 
Quiet! We've got to crawl through the 
window! You ‘know what will happen 
if the Chinks wake up! Quiet! 
you understand?” It’s our last chance to 


‘escape.’ 
Bunter nodded. 
‘Wharton removed his hand from tho 


came from 


0} 


Oh really, Wharton—” 
uiet, you idioti” breathed Whar- 


ton Hereely. 
Billy’ Bunter suppresed 0. snort 
groped for his spectacles, and jammed 


thom on his fat nose. He yawned as he 
rollod of tho kang. 

“Hark (” breathed Bob Cherry. 

The juniors stood still, scarcely 
breathing. Thore was & stirring move- 
ment outside tho door. ‘They heard one 
‘of the sleeping Chinaimen turn over. 

Some faint sound from the room, 
pothaps, had reached him in slumber, 
{They listened in anguish; oven Bunter 

coping a silent aa a mouse in 
Beighbourhood of a at, 

‘They heard the man settle down 
on his mat. 

‘But for long minutes they not stir. 
It was Bunter who broke the silence, 

Teay, you fellows—" 

"Quiet 


in the darkness th: 


tho moment, A 


ho Wharton helped “him up from w 
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Shut up, fathead!” hissed Bob. 
“Better try it on now,” whispored 

Wharton, “Tey Soom, 20 bo asleep 

You first, Bob, and we'll help Buntor 
rough.” 


Bob Cherry negotiated the little 
window with care, He wriggled 
through the emall space, lowered him- 
self, and set his feet on the ground. 

glimmer of statlight showed bim the 
to Chinese sleeping on the mata only 
a yard away; farther off, a score oF 
more of slumbering figuras dotted about 
in, shadows, 
stood close up to the window, 
ready to help Bunter out, 

Tt was no easy task for the fat junior 
to negotiate tho window, Bunter was 
not slim, and ho was anything but a 


and tho fat Ggure of tho Owl of the 
Remoro blocked the window, Bob 
Cherry grasped bim from outside. 
‘Thoro was a fierce whisper from 
erm ¥ chi 
“Ow fou’re pinchii 
Bob suppressed ile foal 


mov” 
ings. ‘Tho fat 


‘Owl was drawn from the windor id 
deal Tike « cork from a, Bottio—mith an 


rs 

“Quiet I” breathed Bob, 

‘The men on the sleeping-mats were 
stirring. Painily, like # shadow in the 
darkness, tho figure of Hung loomed, 
his hand’ under his blue, tattered gown. 
ron ages was ready, if it came to 


Harry Wharton was oqueszing through 


the window. 
He droppod outside, beside Bob 
Cherry and Bunter, But two startled 


figures were leaping from the mata now, 
and there was @ gasping shout of 
surprise and raj 

‘A sword flashed up in the starlight, 

Crack! 

Sharp and clear tho automatio rang, 
and the yollow san dropped to. th 
‘earth, screaming, shot through the body. 

he other Chinaman, spitting like a 
cat in amazement and fury, ewung round 
on Locke, 


He grasped Bunter by the arm and 
rushed him away; Harry Wharton and 
Bob Chorry following fast, 
he alarm was given now; the to 
shot, singing through th silence of the 
night, had arakened the whole crowded. 
inn, 

‘Men leaped up from sleoping-mats, 
shouting and calling; shade figures 
mored to and fro; from the direction of 
the “Number One” building tho hoarse 
‘voice of Chong could be heard shouting. 

‘Tho flare of a lighted torch blazed 
through the shadows; doors opened the 
whole length of the row of rooms; 
awakened animals in the stables mur- 
mured and snarled. Cries rang on all 
sides; some asking if it was an attack 
‘of bandits; others, if the soldiers bad 
come. In the midst of the noise and 
confusion Ferrers Locke and the three 
juniors sped away towards the corner 
Of the courtyard, which Hung, rooting 
about among the garbage, had already 
examined and found to lo to 


2 climber. 

A shadowy Sigure started up in their 
path, and a bare sword flashed; but the 
man’ went down under the butt of the 
automatic and lay grosning. Locke ran 
on, dragging the gasping Bunter, 


accessil 


EVERY SATURDAY 


‘Tord after torch flared out in bleso 
‘and smoke, lighting up the courtyard. 
“ Quick 1” 
Locke, 


Rerrers grasping Bunter, 


But it 
that was 
‘Ho smiled 
Tess, 


© sentenco of death 
‘smandarin’s thougats. 
2 ho gazed on the breath- 


ping ji From the gate- 


not 
in the 
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But there was no mercy in tho heart 

of the chief of the Red Dragon tong. 
You have failed, O unlaitnful ser- 

vant of tho tong,”’ said ‘Yang Wang. 


swung him up to the wall. ‘The Ow! of way of the inn, wide open now, came e “The Red Dragon has no use for suai 


tho Remove grasped the top with his 
fat hands and hung on. Shouts and 
yells rang like pandemonium; above 
thom the ‘screaming, enraged yoico of 
Chong, who had now discovered that the 
Prisoners were missing from their cell. 
_ “Owl Help!” gasped Bunter, oling- 
ing desperately to the wall, unable to 
draw bimeelf up. “I say, you fellows, 
lp” 


‘A shove from below sent him almost " 


toppling over. | Wharton and 
Ohorry had reached the wall, In tho 
angle of the comer broken brickwork 
made the climb easy enough to active 
follows. ‘They scrambled up, and were 
over the wall almost in a twinkling. 

‘They dropped outside in the open 
ground that lay between the inn-front 
and the x ‘bum 


as tho disguised detective was clambor- 
ing over he stopped suddenly, and, 
under yellow paint, his face 
‘whitened with rege and appointment, 


For in tho road there was © gl 
‘8 trampling of hoofs, trample 

‘Tho three Greyfriars seniors: 

ement and despair, found them- 


solves surrounded by armed men; and 
& voice. they knen—tho voico of the 
Mandarin ‘Tang Wang—was crying in 
Chinese to his men to seize them. In 
the very moment of eacal onemy 
had arrived. 


‘THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
In the Hands of the Mandarin | 
ANG WANG, mandarin and 
I descendant of the Mings, sat in 
hia horselittor, @ cold, cruel 


smile on his yellow-ivory faco. 
Round him were a crowd of his 


followers, horse and foot. In his own 
province 
stato. 


tho mendarin travelled in 


0 si 
mandarin’s litter. Billy Bunter, 


his fat 
‘knees lncoking together, was only kept 


from collapsi, yy tho gri of « 
Ghineso soldier on his collars 

‘At a little distance from the top of 
tho ‘wall the yollow, wrinkled face. of 
Hung, the beggarman, stared on the 
scene. No ono cast a glance, or at least 
t scoond glanco, at the tattered beggar. 
‘Thoro wero other Chinese on the wall, 
staring over into the road where the 
mandarin's cortege. had halted. Eu 
was one among many. But under his 
tattered gown Hung’s hand grasped the 
automatic, and his eyes wero burning 
at the mandarin, “But Ferrers Locke 


waited. 
‘The untimely arrival of the mandarin 
had ruined all, ‘The escaping juniors 


had fallen fairly into the hands of bis 
soldiers. But Ferrers Locke was un- 
known, unsuspected; ho bad only to 
keep silent to escape detection or sus- 
picion.. To rescue the juniors now was 
Impossible, but thero would be—thero 
should be—a chanco later. Only if the 
mandarin ordered death for them, 
Locko was prepared to throw. prudenco 
‘to the winds, leap into the midst of tho 
swarming Chinese, and send e_ bullet 
through tho, black heart of the de- 
scendant of tho Mings. 


Brarm of curious: Chinose to state on 
ES Seon” And Ghoog’ ppt! ‘the 
is men. ong 8 ° 
mandarin’s litter in fear and trembling. 
‘His prisoners had escaped. It was only 
the errivel of the mendarin thet had 
prevented them from. getting clear 
away. And Chong trembled. 
“Honourable young ones "—the man- 
darin’s tone was mocking, as ho spoke 
in easy English—“you would have de- 
parted. You disdained to look upon 
ny. poor city of Pan-shan.” 
“You've got us!” grunted Bob 
erry. 
“Oh dear!” mumbled Billy Bunter, 
‘I say, you fellows, it’s ell up with us! 
Ob eon’ a ait fi tered 

“Keep @ stiff upper lip!” muttere: 
Wharton, 

w#Oh dear! Ow! | Bunter’s upper 
ip ny bard very stiff. pian bed 
im the slanting eyes of ‘Seng Wang 
made his blood run cold. 

‘Tho mandarin made & gesture, and 
the prisoners were drawn aside. He 


POCKET WALLET 


for 
YORKS CHUM! 

For the snapy Greyfriars 
limerick set out below, John 
Duncan Phillips, of 
Street, Scarborough, “Yorke, has 
been awarded one of this week's 

3 
‘old martingt, Pop 


crop dealt Smithy « 
‘whopper 


Have you tent in your effort 
yet, chum? If not, set to and 
try to win one of these splendid 
pocket “wallets 1 
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mado a sign to Chong Lo to step 
forward. 

‘The scarred tong-man kow-towed to 
tho earth under the cold stare of his 
master's cruel eyes. ‘Tho soldiers looked 
on him grimly. ‘Tho torch-bearers, who 
had lighted the mandarin’s way along 
the road, stood back, their torches cast 
ing ruddy light on the scene. Chong, 
‘as he knelt, was shaking from head to 
foot. 

‘The mandarin spoke in Chinese ino 
soft voice, like the purr of tiger. In 
his tones tho wretched Chong heard bis 

“Is this how you serve the Red 
Dragon? A day since you should havo 
delivered the prisoners into my yemen 
at Pan-shan. Did you think that thero 
‘were none to tell me that they escaped 
Pe fe hile of Eesngtang! This 

might bave pai for‘they como 

into your hands, and it was only 

‘But had I not set out to mect 
you on tho road, end to tako from you 
the prisoners you failed to guard, these 
white dovils” would have. escaped a 
second time. Did T not soo them with 
my own eyes dropping from the wall, in 
the light of my torch-bearers 2” 

Chong Lo mado no sound. Only his 
eyes were turned up towards the merei- 
ess faco of the mandarin in a dumb 
plea for mercy. 


bunglezs I” 

He signed to a soldier, and the man 
stepped forward, with & bare, cured 
sword in his baud, 

The keen blade gleamed in tho torch- 
light 43 it rose, and it descended like 
a flash of light, and in an instant tho 
decapitated head of Chong Lo rolled 
under the mandarin’s litter. 

‘The Greyfriars juniors turned their 
faces away, sick at heart, This was tho 
man into whose power they bad fallen! 

At 6 sign from 1g they wero 
brought towards the litter again, keep- 
ing their eyes turned away from the 
body of Chong Lo, And again the dis- 
guised detective, among the Chinese 
staring over the inn-wall, grasped tho 
automatic under his taitered gown, 
Little did the mandarin dream how near 
death was to him at that moment, or 
how his own life bung on thoro ol’ the 
Greyfriars juniors 


“You will be my 


guests in my poor yamen, And tio 
great lord. Reivers Locke, who fears 
neither man nor evil spirit, will seck 


‘The juniors did not answer 

Tho mandarin’s words told them that 
ho had not ti 
tho Baker 
where near 


sot uy 
sign. 

‘Ho snapped an ordor in Chinese, and 
tho juniors wero taken away. ‘They 
were lifted on the backs of asses, and 
bound fast to tho animals, and ‘their 
‘arms bound behind their ‘backs. ‘The 
threo donkeys wero roped together, and 
a soldier took tho end of the ropo to 
lead them. 


Under the stars, paling towards the 
dawn, tho cavaloado swung away west- 
ward, deeper and decper into, mys- 
terious China; soldiers riding beforo 
the mandarin's horse-litter; ~ eoldicts 
riding bebind; torch-bearers lighting 
the way; and in the midst of the 
soldiers, ‘the three bound _ prisoners, 
watched and guarded on all sides, And 
in the darkness behind, a tattered 
‘ond wrinkled begear-man kept, tho flare 
of the torches in sight, and hope was 
Kept alive im tho hearts of the prisoners 
by. the knowledgo that Ferrers Locke 
was not far from them, 

‘THE END. 
you do, chums, don't missthe 
ing yarn in this great adven- 

Ws entitled: “THE CLL'Y 
Yow enjoy every tine 


of it), 
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF A BRILLIANT NEW SERIAL STORY :— 


UP, THE ROVERS! SOHN prEaniey, 


Get started on this roaring yarn by an tat Tl 
old favourite; you'll find it abounds in a eee i , 
thrills, mystery and tough adventure. B 


with 


i 
vl 


“Take off that mask, you 
forging dog—I know you!” 


‘A Fatal Punch t almost expected you. Take of your Brennan's cutting epeoch tho man had 
Ses gid aguina the wal tnask, you forging dog! Do you think mado a tremendous effort to recovor 
beside his de: 


id against tho wall I don't know your” poise, and now a dangerously vonomous 
waited James Brennen 1 A°tharl was the only answer, and the Smile showed beneath tho edge ‘of tho 
Gned oom with denaly patience, 786", gun menaced him hatofully, mask, 
Very gent fronck window ‘hat the mon behind it was painfully Jt. was a long moment before be 
‘opencd, Bringing in a gust of storm- fattled was only too obvious; his thin repliod. 
Perret PHOES mam foso faco was lot worked savagely beneath his mask: Yes, you've got mo allright,” ho 
heated air, and & man, whoco {aco Way and his chest rose and foll in startled agreed softly. “L know you'd got 
tide Oy eee a ea, ene os aape as be recoiled oly. cheque back, as you say—and I rockoned 
i a “Heodless of the gun, Brennan studied on gotting in hore tonight and burnin, 
& father, -into the room, an electric iim beneath frowning brows. it. "You could havo yapped to the 
foreh, in jbie and chtning, split: Yee 1 expected You; ead now I've police ay much as you ket, but you'd 
cit sete chi thet gatden Got, youl” He “nodded ® Rave had precious little evidenca to back: 
Ping te arene oetiof, nd Gieinly “There'll be no morey for you this time, your charge with, wouldn't you?” 
Hig tee ee eecean rr my friend. You must be mad! Surcly — His voice took’on a stecly note. 
s . face Fo ust have known if there was soy ve caught’ mo. there 
tim mile om Brennan's face forgory about I should know at once may be no ‘morning’ for you, after 
i hig eyes gleamed with the who had done itz” alli” he hinted, 
pittne iscar Oe Simnen wb: Rao ae he “Cut that out!” whispered the othor | ‘Tho threat in his words was obvious; 
is defeated, yet means to drag his con- sibilantly. “I thought you'd be in but James Brennan only laughed at him 
gueroe down into the mite before 3e bed. But you seem to keow what I've again. mn 
nd muse come for. ‘Hand it over—ourse you I” ‘ou fool—you and, your popgun! 
inared at 8: white ee| from the visitor's“ Jaracs Brennan sncered at him. Shoot and bo hanged !” 
torch, shot out and danced quickly So, “I suppose you found out I had With ominous calm, be atepped aw 
round the study. the cheque Beck foom the bank today fom the wall and took two alow stops 
‘Tho searching light leapt swiftly when I sent for my passbook—and towards his crouching encmy. 
from point to point, shining on chairs, you'vo come to destroy ‘the oridence, “Listen!” he rapped out. “I'll tell 
dark corners, and finally the old desk. have yout Beon w: ‘me all day, you something that only I and my 
‘There it wavored uncertainly; then, I suppose, eh? Well, supposing you'd doctor know in the world. "My heart's 
quick ag a flash, turned fully on the got it?” ho jeored as the gunman rotton to the core. If I last out this 
owner of the Rovers. Wineed. “Or supposing I hand it over football sexson thei'll be all. So carcy 
“Ha < now and watch you burn itt Why, you on—shoot I” ees 
For’, scoond neither man moved clumsy bungler, the moment I saw the ‘The man was silent, studying him 
sider ati tsideraye on Wektalee inet whooy work it wane Totoeded Nervous?” taunted B Welt 
intruder slid side tning know whose work it was. I int “Nervous?” taunted Brennan. “Well, 
tors, crouching, his citer hand'diving calling in the polico Stet thing in the T'll toll you something else. | The 
to his cont pocket. wNNE moraing. I still intend to do eo— cheque you forged—that i going to get 
‘ames Brennan’ tured on tho Tight. now!” jou soven, years, my friendécis hidden t 
«You, is it?” he asked contemptu- ‘The gun rose slowly as its owner's You won’t find it eithor. So whethor 
ously. “TE thought it was; im fact, I. ores narrowed to. slits. During I dio tonight from your gun, or in a 
Prise] bad” gublobed orery Suraréay Oy tho Proprietors, The Amslemated Prom. UG, tee Fesiwey Hoos, Feringion firesl, Eonion, EOS, 
‘Auteristieo oaesss The fisetnay. Wavee Fatziogdon Brest, London. Od, Bennered tr trangia, ss Soription 
SNCS Sie aeeade Be Sesser ait Boseke esis 16 Kawvpala a 
ha oid sett bbear® BE nie Sonne a 


‘But now 
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few months time from my heart, your 
10030, is 1 Fro still got youl 
And ”—for the first time his calmness 
broke down before the fury seething 
inside him—“by Heaven, I'll get sou 
—aiow 1” 
‘His great hands came swiftly from bis 
ets, and he strode forward. A rat- 
ike Jhatred and four distorted the 
other’s face. 

“Keep back!” he snarled vigiously. 
“You've got me, have you? Then I 
may as well shoot l? 5 

Your ‘despite his ugliness, his eyes 
flickered, and Brennan, seeing them, 


know his nerve was not good enough 
for murder, Ho came on, hands 
crooked. 


“Shoot thon; I'll nish smiling!” be 
gibed, and leapt at the man’s throat. 
‘He’ had been right; the nerve was 
not, thore, Ine second his opponent 
cketed the revolver and swayed 
rantically from beneath those strong 


antagonists faced each other, 
breathing hard; then Brennan closed 
again confidently—too confidently. This 
time the other stood his ground, ducked 
‘a torrible blow, and stabbed his right 
to Brennan's ‘body. Choking, the 
Rovers’ owner reeled weakly against 
the desk, groy, in tho face, 4 
yeping back, the man in tho rain- 
cont glared around him. Thore were 
no signs of ‘books or papers on. the 
desk or elsowhore. But he had no time 
for further voarch then, for tho grey- 
faced_man was coming’ towards him, 
filontiy, torribly, and jis Singers, to 
hungrily with his gua-butt as he 
away. 

Brennan had but one thought now, 
for that first punch had beaten him, and 
ho know it. He could fool his strength 

Frenziedly he grappled 
ustled his man by sheer weight 
towards tho door, where a velvet bell- 

‘Tho other staggered back 


id 
backed Don’ 


“Another attack, Jeffl” whispered 


Siomy only ree gt onkdee 


and a hot-water 
bottler” 


"Yes, sit!” ‘The old man hurried off 

obediently while his wife, Brennan's 

fousskeoper,"elood’ by” weinging her 

“tTe-ig it bad, Master Jimmy?” she 
is it bad, Master Jimmy’ 


anxiously. : 

“Yes—bad, Jenny. But he's coming 
round. Quiet!” = 

‘Tho stricken man opened his eyes 
slowly and stared around with vague 
mistinese, Ho could ‘not move, ‘but 

jimmy saw he was trying to say some- 
thing and'he bent close. 

nung and 

“Jimmy—your uncle—" 

The lad stood upright, patting him 
soothingly. 

“Rightho, dad. Don’t talk. Y'll 
phono uncle now—he'll be here in &i 
minutes. But Dr. Stanton frst 
muttered as he dived for the phone. 

In an agony of impatience he jangled 
the telephone, bell, fuming at the delay 
a3 ho waited for the sleepy Railton 
‘operator to put him through, ahd then 
for Dr. Stanton to be called out of 
bed. Ho got through at last, switched 
off and put a call through to his uncle's 
cottage, ‘There was “another nerve- 
racking delay before ho heard Philip 
Brennan's quict voice. 
uncle? 


gonscious and nothing could be done 
but wait. 

Suddenly the youngster bent forward, 
eyeing something curiously. Old Jenny, 
the housekeeper, had torn back th 
fallen man’s clothing from 
and chest, and to Jimmy's ast 


in ho saw a dull, red mark, as though 
gudgen, a tei ting from a blow, squarely over bis father's 
stretched hand’ until a he 2980. glancing’ up agaiss punsied, ho notte 
The forger,  seoing his intention, fr"tho® fest time. that the’ french win 
jumped ip, hitting with both hands; but dow was flung wide open. For somo 
Tending him off desperately, the dying ¢gy was 8 me thrill cf alarms 
man throw back his head’ and-sent a O44, renson, 8 vague, 
agers Sew scot thouch the FE vain, Sine fog, t,he fot 
viet house: making for tho window. fore he 
eine aa’ = Hale Biker eich tthe sound of the doctor's 
i ightening on oF Pounding up the front drive, drove 
nlig fell, and his hand, tightening ca SW" Zee from his miad and ho’ turned 
bolls that clanged riotously long after back to, the sattee. feeble, Rese 


he had slumpod unconscious to the 


floor. 

Sounds broke out on the floor above, 
the thump of startled feet, and tho ops 
ing and slamming of a’ door. White- 
faced and shaking, the crook wasted no 
time. He wheoled and, raced to the 
french window,, threw it open, and 
hurled himself into the garden just as 
tho study door opened and tho hofty, 
fastmoving figuro of Jicmy Brennan 
fn. pyjamas dashed in, and nearly 
tripped across his father’s body. 

‘The french window, unfastened, swung, 
inwards on tho breeze. 


Brennan's Last Words ! 


delight, a 
beckoned to him. He was on his knees 
“What is it, dad?” 
“Jimmy—you there? The .m 
An icy wave poured through Jimmy 
limbs. ‘The man! The open window— 
and the mark of a blow! He*leant 
forward eagerly. 
“Yes, dad? Who was he? 


(Last week's inetatment Briefty retold.) 
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LEEPY and P 
§ wat, thero- was m0 hesitation Jeg for ax experienced centre foreard 


about young Jimmy. 

Bending, “ho lifted his father 

with surprising case on to a settee, and 

in another second was forcing «| stiff 

dose of, brandy between the clenched 

teeth. Tyo old people in night attire 
eeme hobbling into the room. 

“Master Jimmy} Whst—’ 
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; Henry Sylvester, 
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But James Brennan never answered. 
The raised finger drooped—fell; and a 
queer shadow, greyer and paler than 
the last, crept slowly over his face. 
Scareely daring to breathe, Jimmy 
crouched down and looked at his father 
for a long time. When, after a ghastly 
interval the youngster roso to his feet, 
his lips were quivering, for all his 
gplondid coolness had erted him at 
ast. 

As in a dream he looked round to 
sco Dr. Stanton and his uncle hurry 
anxiously into the room side by side, 
while behind them camo an alarmed 
youngster @ little older than himself. 

Dazed and shocked, it was to him 
Jimmy. spoke frst, 

“Hallo, Tony !” he muttered vaguely. 
“Are-aren't you at Cambridge?” 

His cousin gripped him tightly by tho 
band. 

“Left there to-day. Got in Railton 
an haur ago by tho last train!” ho 
jerked. “Jimmy—what’s up?” 

_ The words, sccining to clear the mists 
in Jimmy's brain, brought bim to a 
realisation of the moment, Staring at 
his uncle and at Dr. Stanton already 
on his knoes beside tho settee, he 
nodded towards his father and shook 
his head, 

m sorry, ho 
said quietly. 


You're too late!” 
“Dad's dead! 


A Bombshell ! 
“ ANSLAUGHTER? Man- 
M slaughtor, my foot! My 
dad. was imurdered—mu- 
dered, I tell you!” 

Violently, his’ choory, freckled face 
white and hard, Jimmy Brennan 
hurled the w at tho littl group 
of mon around him: and glared “yor 
fone. to the otter with. bittsr eyen oA 
week had passed since the death of 
James Brennan, and the long inquest 
on his body was over at last. In tho 
courtyard the  offcials ‘and ‘chief wi 
nesses nd gathered round the Tursol 
boy for a last few words of aympnthy. 
One of them, tall, kindly police in. 
spector, darted a meanis 
Fale. Brennan beside hi 
his hard on the youngs! 
wena: x 

“Buck up, Jimmy. I know you fcol 
bad, but there's your unolo here to—” 

A passionate gesture silenced him 
phrert. Jimmy's finger stabbed into 
big uniformed. chet. 

“Murdered!” the lad repeated. “ And 
you know i, sir. Dr. Stanton, told the 
court that the blow over dad’s heart. 
hastened his death; and you and_ you 
doteotives found signs of a. seule. in 
dad's study. Why, dash it, ho was 
about to describe the man to mo when 
—he died!” 

Ho gulped and his i took a 
deeper, harsher note as he went on, 

“A burglar broke into dad’s study. 
Dad. disturbec and they fought, 
The burglar hit him over the heart and 
that killed him. -Yot.the coroner brings 
it in ‘Manslaughter.’ Why?” 

The wholo group shuffled uncasily 
and "were silent until ‘one, of, then, 
0 Railton’s ” Jeading 
solicitor, slipped his hand  througir 
imy’s arm and turned him round 
gently. Ho had been James Brennan's 
Fevyer for very tany yen, and ike 
most ‘people in, Railton," ad. known 
young Jimmy since boshood. 
75s usually cold, shrewd. taco wore 
an unwonted cloud of sadness as he 
answered : 

“Don’t blame the coroncr, 
had no option. Dr. 
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heaving 
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died, 
is, 100, Unt Bi 
bad he might have collapsed any 
‘Whe coroner tiad to return a. verdict 
of manslaughter after that, you 
Decause ordenntily the burglar’ 

would not kave proved fata 


od 
was a. placid 


EVERY SATURDAY 


igh of relicf went up when the taw: 


yer's dry tones coastd at last 
‘Leaning back in his ct 

had first come to England, placed his finger tips toge 

stylish ke cly across at Jimm; 


for 


quite plain, 1 
nufacturing te 


? “You are now. the 
of tho Fits, and the footbull club 


“But—-" struck in the inspector s dressed 
ply, “itiere’s this, Jinuny. We've © Tog, however, he bad dis: td ground, James! 
little "to go. on: “but we'll find sove Covered dhat the young South Africun's Jimmy nodded dumbly, The lawyer 
her's, assaila ox. = Am went, on: 
lors Sealant seer, ee | “May I ask what you intend todo 


ind that ho knew 
your diid’s heart, disease—and several 
folk in Railion Have guessed at it for 
some time-and struck fim there on 
Dinpose. coroner's verdict or not, that 
anan will hang!” 

Jimny was silent. 


‘The events.of the 


Then, too, he was as slapdash in bi 
ways a3 the day was I 
was a week-sinee he ha 


with the dub?” 
At that orid question Jimmy stirred 
ad fooked op in slight surprise 
“Do with it, sir! Why, carey on, of 
course 
Aro 


arrived Roos a2 


Sylvester's faco had a 


4 . in Railton, he had given no explana- curious ‘intent look on it. “What 
past wool see te (one, Tome tion for Ieaving Canibridge beyond @ with?” 

ray nighemare, Had felt ticir anatk fore umask iat he ind Been tasted "The question was sharp; sovsharp that 
on | : his eves and stuinp- oat fora time.” Simaly, Knowing fim, everyone sat up abruptly. 
ing bis mowh with firm grim lines. gueged he had been mixed up in some — Jimuy Knitted his brows, 
Bor the tine being, © cold, murderous thadeap serape or other, and scat home _"I—dow't. think I understand, Me. 


astered his sorrow, and 
led ithe the. desire 
19. Common 
at inst, 


for a while, 


achis, 
10 do. misghiet fo, somed 
rense coming to his. rese 


while good-natur 


But he bed too many sad 
Uoughts on his mind to atk questions; 

4 Philip Brennan ha 
¢ rontented biviselt apparently with a 


Sylvester. What do you—' 

Mf mean ‘what mogey have, you (0 
carry on a professional club? I under 
tiood froin your father that a, certain 


Jelarai. HE sent ong smouldering Yook briet feclut® tad,a command that Tony large sum would be necessary befor0 the 
around dhe circle, and turned away. bis shoud swot et Home, letting it go at club could be sure of @ successful seu: 
wncleand Tony ‘closing round biun in thy son!” : 
ayinpathotic si Driring the lunch in their lit “Mera!” agreed Jimmy slowly. 
Watching nepector and both did Get best fo cheer Jimmy up, bad _is—was—going to 
several othe f heads re- so that outwardly some of the grief get Cowan, of Oldham Athletic, for our 
‘and fire had died down when all three new centre-forward. We need ono 
i vere shown, later: into Henry Sylvee- badly!” 
spoke agitin ler's guict office in the Tigh Street, ivester nodded. 
Nor alt'of i though, “Ho threw him: “Quite #0" And nove!” 


NL. 
Phil 


dues, und relapsed into whi 


i 
its ustial pe 


self igwitably. into @ leather chair, and 
watched, with thinly-veiled 
the solicitor shuffled a, pile of 


“Why, I shall get him, of course!” 
replied Jimmy promptly.” “Ybut wos 


impatience 
dad's wish, and it’s good cnough for 


fessional -niask. documents before him with calm, prac: i 
“Dam sorry, but it will be n tised: ands. And what will be Cowan's 
for you all An awkard silence fell, broken only er—transfer foe!” 
by the faint hum of tho’ trafic ip the ble he force of these 
sircct_ below. ‘Then Sylvester spoke; questions ny frowned for a 
is voico cold and precise as ever. | momont 


abont tworthirty 2” 
Pislip Bronnaw stared resentfulle for 


It is wot necessary, 
further reference to ‘tho painful hap 
wrnings of the, past mock yet,” he le, St 


“Botawen two ant threo thousand, 
dad Perhups more!” 
ster’s mnouth : tighter 


T things, to mhke 


. 


a sccond, but presently. nodded. wn quietly. first duty is to read | “Woll? Have you got that money ?” 
AVC BY Rhone’ Tho atd: torts, Sie Prenaaa's, wll!” he asked “quickly. a 
and dtrede after the two boys. ~“Rajusting. his pinep-nce exactly, he “OL course 1 haven't!" exploded 
‘At sight "of Jimmy's face outside in commenced to read the first docunient, Jimny indignantly, “But there's 
the street, Philip Bretwon managed (athe Jegal phrascs making Jimmy clench money dad deft in the bank, of cour 
fores a smile, nd exchange a disgusted scowl ‘There is some, isn’t thore?” 
then, said gently. cpa a flat rool Te Les lise elacea aad botdcrment 
“inh heen a § Lets get 11 of his father's goods seomed ali Sylvester's faco becamo fierce and hard. 
owe for a quice lunch.” ‘take his otlice wrong, but Sylvester came toan end at “No, my Jad, there is not!" ho ans- 
anu, ‘Tony! Tast. “and it was found, as exeryone wered ‘crisply. 


ny lid! so promptly. throwing an 
clegiutecm vound Jimuy's shoulder. all 


le Was el istic of him that, Railton Rovers 
though Ge was in full mourning, iis son, 
Black suit was ent in the very. latest 


and as sual, only a’ cortuin 


capected, that James Bronan had left 
is property, including the Fits, and 

Football 

‘There was a few family 

fand antiques for Philip Brennan, and & 

andsemo gold wateh for Tony. 


(Ute a great shock indced for young 
Jimmy, Due there's a greater and even 
more overwhelming ono ahead for him. 
Bake sure of reading nezt week's grip. 
glig “indtalment by ordering ‘your 
Micser earty!) 


lub to his 
pictures 


“A decp 
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BLUSHING. Cree Satna Pett ofa peo 
ja howe treatment. that quickly removes. 

embarrasgiaent, rmancatly curés blushidg and Qushing of 

‘te ace und sleek, Enclose stamp 20 pay postage to-— 
TEMPLE (Specialists, Palace How 
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STOP STAMMERING ! fam zonper ot Spina 
HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON BOW, LONDO! 4 


Ee YNSas Fr FREE petits aes Te 
BLUSHING, Sosa! ms ara 7, Bomhampton 

1 Bow Box ten, LONDON, Wea ea 
300 STAMPS FOR 6¢ (iota era 
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DOWN WITH GUY FAWKES HIGH | HEELS LEEDERS OF THE LEAG | NEW FACE |BUNTER BREAKS 


hin up just a he was about to TWO WORLD 
FOR COKER | TW, WOR! 


MAUDIE, OF THE BUNSHOP. 


INTRODUCTION DESIRED: 
1 should very much like to intr: 
duce Bill, my brindled bull-des, 
to the young gentleman wh 
raided my orchard last wee! 
if he will be so kind as to favour 
me with a call, FARMER 
HALLOWS. 


LATEST 
EXTRA 
GoopD 

EDITION 


« 
Sorry! Quite imposs. to walk 
all the way down to Friardale, 
Bogad, it must. he close on a 
mile, Won’t you come up here 
Instead? Your own MAULY- 


WAULY. 


MASTERS UP IN ARMS AND UPINAIR| AMERICAN |SCHOOLBOYS| STIRRING TAIL OF |*"tve rewitey wandcor tea 
—AFTER EXPLOSIONS —_; FINANCIER’S 


took the bawl up the field, larfing 


—_—— Bt to bust at the nollidge that they! Shooting Boots 

EXERCISE BOOKS| MEAG FOOTBAWL | 5. mity ingen gat| ‘Needed [NonStop Schoolboy 

FAILURE IN BAGS | | ek Rasen ison reat) | Champions 
wet one SEETRAT APL, « ya igure ok ilar] WHO'LL HELP? 

y re “in ovidenc ese No trick as, too lew forthe 


ver one 
too many 
for them every time, and tho 


ing them of 
Tasting 08 wisele evenchally went, 
‘amowsed | time with Hc ‘Ath! 


seo 
Sen Ear ot 
Wialsderes | 
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: 5 : Se, Pen end boos hie oi oe 
Serve chderstand ‘hat, in epite of the meeting, Greyfriars _ R. (grimly) + et : ae eee a eet 

understand that ite of the meeting, Greyiri : i Boleaver, Study No. 10 
cclebrate the Filth ae vecol | ai c : en be inetly Ie : ep 


CHANGE WANTED.— 
THE SPORTIVE FAG! 


By Dick Penfold. Baving "salle 
y i‘ ‘teeth out! Proceedings termi- Piecce of studd; 
1)| mated with a pablie larruping of : : 7 twas | would exchange 
Be Bete mee Aaet OAET LRSM Lobe osttotle ir Ais| woe scored enveher but one of | other beasts aro" out fwery 
Pada [ecnhve thinweintess  ” “*|iko Guthless Wanderore tripped | Buater, Stady No, |(Sined), Horace J, Coker, 


